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fortung compoſutus ! Non video; inquam, gi babeatie 
term Jupiter pulchrius, ſi congertere anime vel, 
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HILE you the Fierce divided Britons Are, 
And Cato, with an equal, Vir tu: draw, 

While Envy is it felt in Wonder loſt, 
And Factions ſtrive who mall applaud. you maſts 
Forgite the fond Ambitian of 4 Friend, 
Who hopes himſelf, not you, to recommend; | 
And yins th' Applauſe which all the Learn'd Aae N 
On one, to whom a per fa Wark they e. 1 
To my * light Scenes F once inſcriꝰ i Nur Name, \ 
And impotently ſtrove 10 Lorrow F.ume : ume 4:5 
Soon will that die, which «d1s thy Nun: to — | 
Tet me, then, live, joan'd ta 4 Wirk 7 Tine. 


* Tender Husband, De- 
noo png RicHanD: Steer, 
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HO' Cato ſhine in Virgill's Epic Song, 


; Preſcribing Law s among th E Han Tra,” 
Lucian Verſe, exalted by bis — 


Oer Gods themſelves has rais'd the Heroe's Fame 
A 2 be 


. | 
N 

The Reman Stage did nc er his In e ſer, 

Drawn at full Length; a Task reſe v 1. Thee, 

By thee-we view the finiſhd Figuf®yiſe, P 

An march before Gur . viſt Eee 1 / 

_ We beer bis Voice, aſſerting Virtue's Cauſe, 

His Fate rencw'd | aur deep Attepion dr. me, 

Eccites ly turns our various Hope ard Fears, 

And all the Nati ist in thy Scene appears. 

OnTyber's Banks thy Thought r firſt in pr dj 
Na theye, e ſome indulgent Grow? 46. at 
Rome's anciext Fortunes rolling in thy Mind, 

Thy hepty Ae this manly Work defrign'd> — 
Or in a Dream thou ſaw'ft Rome's Genius ſton, 
And, leading Cato in his ſacred Hand, a7 IP | 
Print out th immortal Subjefl of thy 2 Js, 
Ard cet this Labour, to record big Praie. 
"Tis dont = the Heros lives, and cha m aur ge“ 
While nobler Morrals grace the Britiſn 8/ ge. 
Great Shakelpear's Ghoſt," the ſoleum Strain to hear, 
( M:thinks Lie the [avrell d Shade appear / 
il hover oer the Scene, and mond ring wiew 
His H r'rite Brutus vi thus by Ton. 
Such Roman G eatneſsineach Aﬀion ſhines, 
Such Roman Eloquense acorns your Linen. 
That ſure the Sy bi ils Boks" this Tear foreteld; 
And i in ſome myſtick Leaf was ſeen inroll'd, 
«Rome, turn thy wmorurrful Eger from Africk's Shore, 
t Nor in her Sands thy Cato's Tomb explore 1 © 
« When thrice Six hundred nes the circling n 
+ His annual Rur ſhall the” the Zodiack run,  * 
An Ille rente bis Asen, ſhall rear, 
6 __ er ume W * 4 | Fear. 4 


=", Houses. 


WHAT 


. 


-—_— 


TE 
* 8 8 E. 8 285 


HAY d wee [es ! is Cato. then becme® 
A_gfeater Name in Britain then in Rome? 

Does Maphind Now axmire bis. Virtues more _ 

Thy Lucan, Horace, Virgil wrote before? 

How will Poſterity this Truth explain ? 

Cato begins to lie in Anna's Reis- 8 
The World*s great Chiefs in Cuncil or in Arm, 7 
Riſe in your Lines-with mere exalted Charms, 
Illu/trious Deeds im diftant Nations wrought, 
And Virtues by departed Heroes taught ; 
Raiſe in your S a $a immortal Flame, 
Adorn your Life, and con ſes ate your Fame; 
75 your Renown H Ages you ſubdue, 

And Cæſar fought, 95 Pe Yoo for you. - 
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All Souls College 1 
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JIS une rbur to enrich the Stage, | 
And yaife the Thughts of « degewrate Age. 

To ſhow, how 'endle's Fays from Freedum ſpring : 
How Life in Bohdige is  mortbleſs Thing, 
The in:grn Greatneſs of ur Sul we View, 
Tou'tread the Pith; y Eonar by th: Fw. | 
With ſo much Strength you write, and ſq mich EA e, 
Virtus, and Senſe; h .w durſt ven hop? NN Nee? | . 
Tet Conde Ihe S-ntimenty 0 of ev Line | 
Inpart ia clay An own d'ths Wirk divine.” 
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Eun the ſow” 7 COritichs, ho mal ichou: carne, — 8 * 
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Findirg the Heree regularly riſe, 
Great, while be tives, tut greater when he dies, 
"Sullen rad, 192 eint to melt, 
And ficken'd with the Plexſnires, which they Felt. 7 7 
Net fo the Fair her, Y ot ſecret Tept, bY 
Silent they berrd, but as they beard, they ; 
When g I-riufty the blooming Mancus Gd. 
Ard CAT O told the Gor's I'm 9 | 
See ! bow your Ly the Britim Touth in fe, 
Trey lerg to ſkoo*, ard ripen Tato Fine. | 
Applauding Theatres difturb their R. 
And untorn CA O hegte in ev/ry Breaft. © | 
7 heir nightly Brenmr fe d fly Thenghts eye, 
And Pulſes high with fancy d Glories beat. 
Fo, griev'd to view the Marathonian Spoil s, 
The young T HEMISTOCLES ww't equzF Tails; 
Did then bis Schemes of future Mur draw, _ 1 
From the long Triumphs which with Tears be ſaw, 
H w ſhell I your unrival'd Wirth procl im, 
Loft in the ſpreading Circle of your Fame ! 
We ſaw yon the great WII 114 ug Praiſe reheir ſe 
paint Britannia“ r in Roman Verſe, 
e beard at diftance ſoft, en bt ig Strains,. - + 
From blooming Mount i ins and Italian Naar. 
VIRGIL Legen in Englith Dre r to ſhine, 
His Voice, his Leu, bis G andenr d Divine : 
Fram bim too ſoon unfriendly you withdrew, 
Bu* brought the tunen OV 1D to our View, 
Then, the de ig hu Theme of ev'ry Tongae, - . 
TY immortal MARLEB*'ROUGH was your daring Song. 
F. om Clime to lime the mighty Vid r flew, 
From Cl ime to Clime as ſwiftly yu pur ſue. 
Sit with the Hoes glow'd the Pe Flane, 
ill with bis Congqueſts you enlarg'd your Fe. 
With boundleſs Riptures here the Muſecon'd ſwell, 
An your ROSAMOND for ever dwell; 
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Toere op'ning Sweets, ant ev'ry fragrant Flaw” * 
Larurbint ſimile, 4 uever-fiding U. 
Next, buman Follies kindly to expyſe, * es 
Jon change from Numbers, bat mt funk in 2 * 8 
Whether in viſianary Stnes you Play, * 
Refine om Taftes, or Iaugb our Crimes away, .. 
Now, by the Mrd 26+ e you ſhine * page 
The Patriet bindles'in the elt Breaſt, 
Such Energy of "Senſe might Pleaſure ra} 2, — 
Tho' unembeliſh'd with the Charms af . raſe e : 
Such Charms of Phraſe wonld with Sc LY 
The' Non/enſe flow'd in the wielodious S’, 
The cbaſteſt Virgin needs an Bluſhes fear 
Learn'd themſelves,” not uninſt: 20 . bear, 

Liber the; i PIFaſtires ni'# to rod, 
And idly ſport with an immortal Sul, 
Here comes, and by the virtuous Heath „ 
Turns pale, and trembles at the dreadful Thekg 

2 our e 1 ee i Plains, 
Wort ge Bricgn in Here ih 
When? UNA INES 
We beat the Tic et and provoke the Fight, | 
By th# Dux wirm'd we fond fweas, 7 
And in the "chilling Exft-Wind pant with . | jd 


What Des b*hald not, how the Stream refities, ' 


'Till by Degrees the' flaring Mirrour mines? N | 
While — E8OnnR es pa, 7 1 
Tear un the Sands and ſweep whole Plains Wb 8 
We forink with Hires, wad conf2ſs our Rr... 
And all the ſudden ſounding Rum be u. MAY Wl 
Woen purple Robes, diſtain'd with Blu, deceive, þ 
And make Poa Mak © UA beautifully Griev-, — A; 
Ven ſhe ber ſecret Fighter u ones, 
F) 2:ts the Fan, nber Fan reveals, RD. 
W-4 my tba N err with noble Fri, LOS 
Nor for bis Libyan Cows, but Roman Brie. 
At 4 A 4 | 4 
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And Tear, flew. Mig, ſhed fir all Van ind. 
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But I in win on ſingle Feattrres d __- r 


While ol] the Jurte of the fair Piece excell... 
Sy rich the Store, ſe dh, B the Feaſt, . 
We brow net, which to paſs, or which to taſte.” * 5 , . 
The ſhining Ineidents eu fell, = 
We may the whole, new Scenes of Tranſport call. 

Thus Jewellers tanfound gar wand"ring Eyes... 
And with variety of Gemans ſurpriſe. + .. . vr 
Here Sapphirey, bere the Sardian Stone i fn. * 
The Topaz yellow, «nd the Jaſper green. ; Waren ex 
The, otly Brilliant there, confus'dly bright, * 
From h vνν, d fates arts trembling Light... — 
The diff rent c, mingling n Blaze, *. . 4 
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Silent we ſtand, lnable where to praiſe, 
In Pleafure ſweetly Joſt ten OO Ws. 
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Trinity College, — 
Cambridge. a ; * , + Ly Eogonk. 
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OO long hath Live engroſs.d Brizannia's — i 

And [unk to Sof tne/s all our #09 _ MaK 

By that alone, did Empires fall ar riſe, | 4 
And Rite depended ona Fair One's een 

The ſweet Infettion, irt with dang res Ar,, 


Debas'd our Manbood, while it t he Mur ff. 
Tou feorn to raiſe a Grief thy (elf muſt blamne, | + 11 RN 
Nor from our Weakne's, ſteel a tulgar H me. RY 
A Fitriot Fall may juſtly melt the Mind, J 


N % 
How do our'Souls with gen reg. Planfure: * N . | 
Our Hear ts extulting,  whileour- Eyes ee it in 
When thy firm fre flangs beneath +be Weg, © * W * 


ts Su ningerverrobly Great nt : 
4 A | Rome's 


S re wk SS» SED SDO nee JTAZzH 


. Hy $vSM. 
With tnſcious Virtue, and becoming Pride. 

The aged Oak thus rears his Head in Air, 3 
His Sep exhauſted, am bis Branches bare; 
* Midft. $ rorirts and "Bar thqunaker he. maintains bis 
Fixt deep in Earthg. and fa d big Weights + 


His naked Boughs ile, the:Shepherds Aid, 62, * 


And his old Trink\progefis an awful Shade, .lt 
Amidſt the q trumphant Frate leſtowe, 
Our Pitridfts ſauum at Hit glorioi Mes, 


Awhile tbeyet the Hur prede Rus nefs wait; _ | 


Anciog fot Ramey) andSigb for: ©A TO *'s Hl. 


Here taught how ancient Heroes viſt to Fane, © 
Our Britons crowd, andcatch the Roman Hime, 
Where States and Senates well might lend an Ear, 
And Kings and Prieſts without « Bluſh" appear. 
France boaſte m more; but fearful to engage, 
1 firſt pdys Homage. to her Rival's' Stage, 


es to learn thee, und learning ſhall ſubmit 

Alile to:Britiſh Aris; ard Britiih Wit: © 

No more ſhe I wonder; ford to dons Right A 

Who think like Romans, cold like Romans Fight: - 
Thy Oxford ſmiles" this glorious Work to ſee, 

And fondly triumphs in à Son Ii dle Tbee. 

The Sænates Gnſuls, aud the Gods of Rome, 


Like old Arquaintanee at heir nut i ue He, 
In Thee me find: Eadh Deed, euch Word ere, 


Andev'ry Thought that ſwell di Roman Bye, 
We tracc each Hint that cold thy Sul 'aſptre © 

With VirgiF's 
We know thy Worth, und give us ene ro hf 
We moſt admire, becalſe" we 


rr 


nent. and with Luca . F,; 
tn hre matte 
þ 


ucen's Co ww TAIT. bee n 
Q 1 Tlexrri r! 
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„ro Tani, Arch, 
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HEN your gen rent Labour farft ] view'd, 0 
ö Ad Cato Hands in bis own Blood imbru d; 
That Scene of Death ſo terrible appears, 
#29 Sul could only thank you with fer Tears, 
Net with ſnch wond"'rous Art your Af. An 
Does all the Paſſions of the Sault 
That even my Grief to Praiſe end Wonder 
And :1oy'd the great Death which firft men 
What Hu but yours cn d dram the donbiful Strife, 
Cf Hor firugling with the Ine of Life? 
Deſcrite the Patrint,” obſbinately good, © 
As hovi ing o'er Eternity be flood; 
The wide, th unbounded Ocean lay before 
Hi pier cing Sight, and Heav'n the dia Shore. 
nn S-.ure of endleſs Bliſs, with fearleſs Eyes, , 
TH He graſps the Dagger, and its Point defies, FS - 
. And raſhes out of Lif e, to ſnatch tbe glas iour Fre. 
Vn world old Rome rejoice to bear you fel | 
Hhw juft ber P:triot liv'd, how great be fel 
Recount by wond'rons Probify and Truth, 
And form new Juba's in the Britiſb Touch, 
Their gem raus Sls, when be reſagns bis Breat 
Are pleas'd with Rain, and in Love with | 
And when her congu'ring Sword Britannia draws, 
Reſolve to Perifh, or arfend her Cales 1 


Nw firſt on Albian's Theatre we er 

A perfet Image of what Man ſhould be; li nV 44.081 
The glorious Charadler i now expreft N et yy 
cf Virtue dwelling in @ human Brea. . ben 


Drawn at full Length by your Immvortal Line 
be Caro's ot, as in ber Beov'n foe Shines, I 7 052400 


* 1 
All Souk College, ** 
Oxon, Dios CoTEts, 
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Left wit ith the Printer by an Unknown 
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OW we 2 ich, fince | 
N Tis praife at tength,” *Fwas Ripeure 4 all before « * 
When crowded Tururrer with T5s yung ng, . 
Sent to thie"Sthes," Fm #hence the Gening | 
Ev'n Civil awhile in thine was r; 
And F. & un, ftrove Bur 'to' appt an? thee myſt ; 
Nor could Enjoyment paIF our Tonging Taſte ; 
But every Night "was dearey than the Lift. 

As when old Romey"tn a malignant Mur 
iv'd of forme rein Conqueror, 
Hey De't of Triumph #6 the Dead di.charg'd, © N 
For Fame, for Nreaſu e Wnd her Bounds entarg'd : 
And, bie Hr Hike Fignire ]) along, 

Alternate Patent fir" Pd "tf adoring Throrg, 

Te irs m d from every e Shut s Pam everyTongue 

So in thy s Line has Cato far'd, | 
Orac d with an *mple;"rhungt-a Late Reward: = 
A great Vibe we in b yevere ; 

A nobler Triumph crowns 'his Image bere. 
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Cato ſpeaks no more; 


With yy 7s ä „ 2 
A Theme /o feitnty #rolght h a r 
S vaſt a Pile on Bede on, par,” þ "Ya 7, 6% 


Like Ammon's Temple rear on Libya's ge: 
Behold its gf wing Pai * eafie Weight \ 
Ita nice Proportions ! and fingendons Height 7 ' 
How ch iſte the Condu®! band ine the Rage / 

A Roman Worthy on 4 eee ? 
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But where ſhall Cato's Preiſe begin er end z 


. 40 un 1 

92 | Poder; and . F. 9 
Vm great h!s Genius, hen the Nn 

Revd Tolhihch Fe Nur vba; F e I 312. 1 
Quell'd by his Look, and | Wining o bis Lore, 

Learn, like his Paſſions, to rebel no more 

When, laviſþ of, his bailing Blood en prCẽ . 7 
The Lure of flawiſh Life, and lighted L . . 

Brave Marcus new in can, Neath ]] cc no 
While Catg counts. bis weunds and not bis Tear e's, © ov? 
, eher King private Grief, the pull ic aufn 1 54 
Commana's tha Pity be, ſo greatly feh-. 
But when he ſtrikes. ( to crown his generous Furt) 
That honeſt, ſtaunch, impratficable Heart, 
No Tears, no Sobs. purſue his. parting. Breath; .. - 
The ding Roman ſhames the Pump of Dedth. >, \ 

0 ſacred Freedum, which abe Fomers beſtow . . 1 ooh 

To ſeaſon Bleſſings and to ſoften Moe, 44 
Plant f our Growth, and Aim ef all our Cina, \ nd, 
The Toil of Agel, andthe um Mee 4 ie on 
If tau he h thee, thy ett Mi 1 Nara 
In Stramf is pretiaus t hig Herae's: t nd $04 W vi v2 
Preſerve thoſe Wy Ke an everlaſting Charm 
To keep that Blood, and thy Remembrance msn. 
Be this thy Guardian Image ſtil feagts . on Ne > 
in vain ſhall, Farce invaae,. or Fraud allure , "ON 44704 
Our great Palladium ſhall perform itt hut, 
Fix d and enſbrin u in every Britiſh /#4r 3... e 
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H E Mind to Vir ue is by Verſe 1 


And t eee 4 — 7 
This Nie white 2 10 4, 
Her Free-born Sons to glorions Thoughts are fir 4 


In Rome3bag you ejporyd the'ngulſÞ Curſe, 
En fam d her $:nate, — yo ber 4 * 

Tour manly Scenes had Liberty r? ftor'd, 

And gin A7 Jucker Naeh ed: ak 1 
Oer Ca far Armed v Genltivs hat prevaild ;, 7 | 
And the Mu,e #7 amply FA Where the Patyiot fire 
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Fat e 
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By Me. POPE 
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0 wake the th ten lo Strokes of at, 


T» raiſe the Genius, and to mend the * met 


T: rale Mepkind in conſcious Virtue fold, 

Live o're euch Sine, and Be what they . 

Far this the Tragic- Mn, e fit trod the Stage, 

Commanding Tears ts fifeum thro' every Age ; 

Tyrants no more their Savage Niture kept, 

And Fog to Virtue wander how they wept, 

Car Author fung by vulgar Springs to move 

Tie H 10's Glory g gin ,, 
u, Love mae Mer as ws Nor, 

wild Amvition wide ſerves its Woe 

Here Tears ſhell h Ren Imre een rides Cn, 

Such Tear: 4s PAH fr ding £awis - 

He bid's your Bre 3, with Altaent” Aras xe, 

And coll; forth, Roman N ofrom Brifih Eyes. 

Virtue confeſs in human Shape be draws, 

u Hr Plato Thought, and God-like Cato Was : 

No common Ol ie to your Sight diſplays, 

Put whit with Pleaſure Heav'n it ſelf ſurveys ; 

A brexe Man firuggling in the Storms of Fate, 

e inc with a falling Stare { 


PROLOGUE. 


While Cato gives hu 'ittle Senate Laws, g 
What Boſom beats-ndt in bis Country's Cat? 
Who ſees him a, but envies ev'ry Deed ? 


Who hears Am groan, and does not wiſh to bleed? - 


= n when p'oud Czxfar 'midft trizmphat Cars, 

22 of N:tions,” and the Nu of Wars, 
Vain, and impotenly Great, 

Show's Rome her Cato Figure drawn in St 

As her de Friber's rev'rend Image paſt 

The Pomp mas dorin'd, and the Day , 

The Triumph ce15'd--——Tears 

The World's great Vir p4{s'd unheeded iy; 

Her Laſt good Man dejefled Rome advr'd 

And hanour'd Cafar's leſs thin Cato Sword. 


Britains rend: Be worth like this * 
And ſhaw you have the Virtue to be mov 

With honeſt Korn the fi md Cato wiew'd 

Rome ledraing Arts from Greece, wham ſhe jubds'd;, 
Our Scene precariouſly-ſubſuſts too Jong, 

On French Tranlation, and Italian Song. 

Dare to hve Set uur inner; ert the Sage, 

Be jufily warm'd with your own Nitive Rage. 

Such Plays alone ſhould pleaſe a Britiſh Ear, 


As Cato's ſelf bad not du to bear. 
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Dramats erb. . 
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TY. EOS LEST A | W e . 
* *, $4 a '» 
CAT. Dug At. py. | 
Lucius, a Senator: 1 Mr. : Keen: 
Semprohms-4"Sriyarey: Mr. Mitts... : 


Juba, Prince of Numidia.” "Mr © 
Syphax, General of the Mag Mr. Cibber.:, 


mie 1ans. 
Portius, ' 3 1 8 Mr. Powell. | 
Marcus, Neun of Cato. Nr "Rap 
Decius, r 0 
Cæfar. A "Lake. Bows 


P Mutinetrs, FO Ke. 


WO MEX 


Marcia, Daughter to Cato. Mrs. Oldfield 
Lucia, Daughter to Lucius. Mrs. Porter. 


* NE, « large Hull in the Gover- 
nrg Palace of Utica. 
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„ by tf lk 2 36G to 30 S435 A don . 
f 1 1 T „ 7. r Ys nol LT ; 
HE Dawn is over caſt, the Morning low'rs, | © 
. And heavihy in Clouds brings on the Day; 
The great th important Day; big with che 
Fat: .lt wot bog en Font. 
Of Cato and of our Firther's Deah 
Would fill up all che Guilrof Ci vil War, Ang A 
And cloſe che Scene of Blood. Already Qerfery t 14 
Has ravaged more than halt the Slope, àndſees 
Mankind. grown thin hy his deſtruſtive d word - 
Should he 20 further, Numbers wolddthenwanting* 
Io form new Battels, and up oft Tus Crimes. 
Y. Gads, wlut Havock dort Amizirionitmaake 2 © / 
Amps your! Works: 10 nfs 13 mo tg to 
Marc. Thy ſted dy Tempen, rt. 21D 
Can looo Built, Rebellion, Fraud a04Cizh: 4 N 
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Im tortur d, even $6 Matineſs, when I think - | i 


On che prpod Vidot=*evry time he's namtd 


Phar alis riſes.to my, View | — fee"; 

IN ee prancing o'er rde Field 
Strow'd with Rome's Cirizenz,& drench'd in wg her, 

His Horſes Hoofs wer with Patrician Blood ! 

Oh Preis, is there not ſomerchoſen Curie,” + 

Some hidden Thunder in the Stores of Heav' n, | 


fed wich uncommon. Wrath, roElat rhe Man, 


Who owes his Greatneſs ro his Country's Rnin? 

Por. Believe me, Mica tis an impious Grearneſs, 
And mixt wich tgo much Horrour ta be envy'd: 
How doꝛs the Luſtre of our Father's Actions, 
Through the dark Cloud of His that cover him, 


Break our, ami Hurnivithmore oy hancBri heneſs/ 


His Suffrings ſhine, ad ſpread a Glory round him; 
Greatly untortunate, he tight; the Cavſe 
Of Honour, Vitthe, Uiderty, and Rome, 
His Sword ne'cr fe N on the Guilty Head; 
Oppreſſion, Tyfanzy, and Pow'r vfurp'd, 
Draw albthe e of hu Arm upon” em. | 
Aturc. Whoknows'not this? But what can Cats do 


- Againſt a World * baſe degen tate M orld, 


T har courts the 

Pent-up_ in UVride he vain 

A poor Epirome of Raman Grearneſs, W b 

And, cover d with Numidiun Guards, irect: +; 

A feeble Army, and an empty Senate, 

Re mnants of mighry Battels — in vain. 

By Heav'ns, wav Virmes, join'd with ſuch 

Diſtratt-my very Ep}; Our Father's Fortune 

M ou'd alweſt tempt us to tenounce his Precepts. 
Por. Remember whit our Father oft has told 86: 

The Ways of Heavn are dark and intticate,; 

Puz aled in Mazes, and perplex'd with Extors, = 


oke, and bow: the Neck b ? 
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Our underſtanding traces em in vainngn 
Loſt and bewilder'd in the fruiclefs Search 1 
Nor ſees with how much Art the Windings — | 
Nor where the Regular Confufiorr ends: 

Merc, Theſe are Suggeſtions of a Mind a Roſes! 
Oh Portins, didſt thon tate but halt che Gries? 
That wring my Sou, thou cov'dſt not tal thus . 
3 =, and ſucceſleſi — | 

ant Daggers in my Heart, an 
My othes Griefs, Were but my Ans . 

For. (Thou — Brother is y Riva]: 
Eur I muſt hide it, for I Mn thy Temper; 7 Aſide, 

Now, Marexs; now, thy Vireie's on the rf? 
Put forth thy utmuſt Strength, work ev'ry * 
And call up all thy Father in thy Soul: 

To quell the Tyrant Love, ana guard thy Heart: 
On this weak Side where moſt dur Nature fails, 
Would be a Congueſt worthy Cates Son. 9 * 

Marc. Port ius, the Corneil which I cannot take, 
Inſtead of Healing. but upbtaids my Weakneſs. 

Eid me tot Honour plunge into a War 4 
Of thickeſt Foes; and on certain Death, 
Then ſhalc thou ſeevchar t is nor %s 
To follow Glory, aud confeſ. his Farbery 

Love is not to be Reaſon d don, or loft 

In high Ambition, and & Thirſt oi Greameſs 4 | 

' [is Jecont Life, irgrowsinothe So ð u 
Warms evry Vein, and beats in cv'ry Tulſe, /- 
I feel it here; My Reſolution melt 

Por. Bebold young J aba the Numidian Prince / 
With how much Care he forms himfelt to Glory, 
And breaks the Fierceneſs of his Native Temper 
To copy out our Father's bright Example. 

He loves our Siſter A{zrcia, greatly loves her, 
His Eyes, his Looks his Aion; all dettay it: 
But ſtill the ſmother'd Fond neis burns within when 
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20 WAX Os 
When moſt it ſwells, and labours for-a Vent, 
The Senſe of Honour and Deſue of Fate 


Drive the big Taſſion back into his Heart. 
What! ſhall an-4fican," ſhall, Zuba's: Heir 


| Reproach great Cats Son, and ſhew the Worid 


A Virtue wanting in a Koman Soul ? | 
Are. Porting, no more! your Words leave "ings 
behind em. 
When. cer did v, or did Partives, how. 
A Virtie-that has caſt me at a Diſtance, 


Aud thrown me out in the Purſuits: of Honour ?. 


Tov. Mercur I know thy gen rous Temper well; 


Fling bur the Appearance of Diſhonour om ĩt. 


It ſlrait takes Fire, and mounts into a Blaze 
Marc. A Brather's:Suff'rings claim a Brother's Pity, 
Por. Reav'n knows I pity thee: Behold my Eyes 
Ev'n whilſt 1 fpeak Da they not ſwim in Tears? 
Were but my Heart as naked to thy View, | 
Maraes would ſet it bleed in his Behalf. 


Marc. Why then doſt treat me with Rebukes,inſtcad | 


Of kind condoling Cares, and friend ly Sorrow? 
Por. O Atticus, did 1 know the way to caſe 


_ Thy troubled Heart, and mitigate thy Fains, + 


Mercug, believe me, i could die to do it. 

Mirc. Thou heſt of Brothers, & thou beſt of Friends! 
Pardon a weak dificmper'd Soul, char ſwells 
With ſudden Guſts, and ſinks as ſoon in'Calms, 

The Sport of Patiions: — Bur $:wipronixs comes: 
He muſt not find thisSoZnefs r on me. ; 
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Eiter Fempron us. 


gem. Conſpitaces no ſooner ſnou d be ſot m d | 
Than executed. W hat mcans Parties, heres? - - - - [ 
like not that cold Youth, I muſt diflemble,  -_ : 
aud ſpeak a Language tore gu to m Heart. 4e. 

2-1. $empronias Fortius. ; 
Good Marrow Ferrit let vs once embrace, | 
Once more embrace; whillt yet we doch are frze. 
To-Morrow ſhou'd we thus expreſs our Friendihip. 
Eich might receive a Slave into his Arms : 
This Sun perhaps, this Morning Sun's the laſt. 
Thar © er tall rife on Rom im Liberty» 

Por. My Father has this Morning call'd together 
To this poor Hall his little Raman 8 
(The Leavings of Farfalla) to conſult 2 
It yet he can oppole the mighty Torrent ey 
That beats down Rome, and all her Gods betore it. 
Or muſt at length give up the World to Ce 

S:np. Not all che Pomp and Majelty of Rome 
Can raiſe her Senite more. than C:to's Preſence. * 
His Virtues render our Aﬀembly awliul,. . 8 
They ſtrike with ſomething like teligious Fear,Ü 
And make en Ceſar rremble at the Head. 
Of Armies fluſh d wich with Conqueſt O my. Parting ;-- 
Could I but call chat woad'rous Nan my Father, 
Wou'd but thy Siſter Mtrcis be propitons - 

N. ö P. in 
To thy Friend's Vovs: I migli be bleſz'd indeed. 

For. Alas ! Sempronius, woud'ſt thou talk of Love 
To Mercis, whilit her Farher's Life's in Danger? 
Thou mighe'ſt as well court the pale trembling Veſtal, 


ated one. 


23- C A. | 
Semp. The more I ſee the Wonders of thy Race, 1 
The more I'm char d. Thou muſt rake Reed, my For- 
The World has alhirs Eyes on Czto's Son. (ting / 
Thy Father's Merit ſers thee up to View, ' 
And ſhews thee in the faireſt point of Light, $ 
To make thy Virtres, or thy Faults, Conſpicrous: F 


Por. Well doſt thou ſeem to check my Lingring here 
On this important Hour III ſtrait away, 
And while the Fathers of the Senate meet 
In cloſe De bate to weigh th Events of War. 
11] animate the Soldier's drooping A 
With Love of Freedom, and contempt of Life: 
III chunder in their Ears their Country s Cauſe, 
And try to rouſe vp all that's Roman in em. 
'Tis nor in Mortals to Command Succeſs, 
Eur we'll do mere, Smpronius; we'll Deſerve it. (Exit. 


Sempronius Se lug. \ 


Curſe on the Stripliong! how he Ape's his Sire? 
Ambitiouſly ſententigus ! —-- But I wonder 
Old Sphax comes nor? his Numidian Genius 
Is well diſfoſed to Miſchief, where he prompt 
And eager on it; but he muſt be ſparr'd, 
And ev Nome at ouickned to the Courſe, 
—» Cato has us'd me III: He has refuſed | 
His Daughter Marcia to-my ardent Vows. 
Beſides, his baffled Arms, and ruined Cauſe 
Are Barts to my Ambition, Cæſar's Favour, 8 
That ſhow'rs down Greatneſs on his Friends, will raiſe 
To Rome: firſt Honour? It I give up Cato, (me 
I claim in my Reward hi: Captive Daughter, 
But Spex come | 
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SCENE Ill. 


Syphm, Celayrotlus. © 


Sypb. — Sempronivs, all is ready, 
i've founded, my Numi dians, Man by Man, 
Aad find em gipe for, à Revolt: They all 
Complain aloud ot Ca#d's Diſcipline, 
And wait but the Command t change their Muller. 

Semp. Believe me, Syphax,' there's no Time to — 
Ev'n whilſt we ſdeak, our Conquergr comes on, 
And gathers, Ground pon us .cy;ry Moment. 
— _ know'iſt not Ceſar's active Soul, 

kata dreadiul Courſe he ruſhes on 

Frm ar to War: In vain has Nature — 'd 
Mountains and Oceans to oppoſe his Paſl 
His bounds oer all , victorious in his Mar | 
The Alpes and Byrengans fink before him (Way, 
Through Winds, and Waves, and Storms he works his 
Impatient for the Battle: One Day, more 
Will ſeethe Victor thungri at our Gates. 
But tell me, haſt thou yet drawn o'er young ? 
Thar ſtill won'd recommend thee more c 
And challenge better Terms. 

Sypb. Alas}, he's loſt, 
He's loſt, Sempronius z All his Thoughts are ſull 
Of Cato's Virtues : — Burt I'll try once more 
(For ev'ry Inſtant I expect him here) 
If yet I can ſubdue thoſe ſtubborn Princi 
Ot Faith, of Honour, and I know not w ene ol 
Thathave corrupted his Numidian Temper, 
And ſtruck th Infection into all his Soul. 

Semp. Beſurc to preſi upon him ev ry Motive. 
og $ 9 ue his Father Death, wad 
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24 C H G. 
Would ive up 4 frict into Ce 4s Bands, 3 
And make him $6 half. che bürning Lon. 
Spb. But is it true, $9970niey, that your Senate 
Is cad together? | Gods! Thou mult be caurious 
to has piercing Ey es, and will diſcern 
Our Frauds, unleſs they're coverd thick with Art. 
Semp. Let me alone, good Hax, III conceal 
My Thoughts in Paſſion (tis the ſureſt way ;) 
I'!l bellow out for Rome and for my Country, 
And mouth at Ce er *rill t make the Scuate. 
Youf cold -Hvpoctifie's a ſtale Device, "A 
A wern-out Trick : Would thou be thought; in Earneſt 
Cloath thy feign'd Tea! in Rage, in Fire, in Fury / © 
Spb. In troth, rhowre able to inſiruſt Grey Kits, 
And teach the ily African Deceit / 
S-mp. Once more, be ſure to try thy Sail on . 
Mein while V1! haſten to my 'R+m:n Soldiers, 
Ingame the Mutiny; ard underhand 
Blow up riterr Diſcontents, 'tyll they break ont 
Unloakid for, and difcharge themſelves on C - 
R em;cmber; 8.55. x, we mutt work in Haſte: 
O think what anxious Moments puls becwycen 
The Birth or Plots, and their laſt fatal Pet ioc. 
Oh? *ris a dreadtul Interval of Time, 
Fild up with Horror-all, and big with Denn? 
Deſtruttion hangs on ev'ry* Word we freak,” 
On ev'ry Thought, till che conchrding derche 


1 


Determines alt, and cloſts our Deen n ese AN 
LE 

Syphax ſons. g wn r 1) 

Il! ery it ver ein rethice io Rein 


This head-ſtrong Loth, and make him fpurn *. | 
The Iime is ort, cu comes ruth: ng On! us 84 
But kofd'young Juba tees 1 me, and pproarhes: * A 
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Juba Syphax. 


Jub. Syph:x, I joy to meer the: thus alone. 
1 have obſerved of late thy Looks are fall'n, 
O'ercaſt with gloomy Cares, and Diſcontent; 
Then tell me, & pax, I conjure rhee, tell me, | 
What are the Thoughts that knit thy Brow to Frown;, | 
And turn thine Eye thus cold! on thy Prince? | 

$yph. »Tis not my Talent to conceal my Thoughts 
Or carry Smiles and Sun-ſhige in-my Face, . 
When Diſcontent fits heavy ar my Heart. 

I have not yet ſo much the Roman in me. | 

Jub. Why do'ſt thou caſt out ſuch ungen-rous Terms 
Againſt the Lords and Sov reigns of the World ? 
Doſt thou not ſee Mankind fall down before them, 
And own rhe Force of their Superior Vittte⸗ 

Is there a Nation in the Wilds of Afick, 
Amidſt our barren Rocks, and burning Sands, 
T hat does nor tremble at the R Name ? 

Spb. Gods | where's the Worth that ſers this People 
Above your own Namidia's tawny Sons! Lap. 
Do they wich Tougher Sinews bend the Bo²Ü ? 

Or tlies the Jay'hn Swifter to its Mark, | 
Launch'd from the Vigour of a Roman Arm? 
Who like our attive Afican inſtrutts & 

T he fiery Steed, and trains him rofs Hard 2 “e? 
Or guides in Troops trembactted*Elephanrt; - 
Loaden wich War? Theſe, theſe are Arts, my Prince, 
In which your E does not ſtoop to Nome. 

Jub. Theſe all are Virtues ot à meaner Rank, 
Verfections that are placed in Bones and Neryrs. 
A Romax Soul is bent on higher Views: 
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To civi e te rude unpoliſhꝭd World 


And lay it under the Reſtraint of Laws; 


To make Man mild, and ſociable to Man; 
To cu tivate the wild licentious Savage 
With Wiſdom, D'ſciphne, and lib ral Arts; 
Th' Embelliſhments of Life: Virtucslike theſe 
Make Hi man Nature ſhine, rc ſorm the Soul, 
And break our fierce Baturians into Men. [warmth. 
Sypb. Patience, kind Heav'ns / Excuſe an old Man's 
M hat are theſe wond rout ci vili: ing Arte, 
This Rome n Poliſh, and this ſmooth Bc ha viour, 
That render Man thus t ractable and tame 
Are they not only to diſguiſe our Paſſions, 
To ſet our Looks at variance with our Thovghts, 
To check the Starts and Sallies of the Saul, 
And break eff ali its Commerce with the Tongue; 
In ſhort, to change us into cther Creaturcs, 
I han hat oi r Nature and the God: deſign d us? 
Jub. To ſtrike thee Dumb: Turn up thy Eyes to 
Ikcre mayꝰſt thou fee to what a God like He wy Cato! 
The Roman Virtues lift up mortal Man, | 
While good, and juſt, and anx:ous{or his Friends, 
He ſtil] ſcverely bent againſt himſclt; 
Renovncing Sleep, and Reſt, and Food, and Eaſe, 
He ſirives with Thrift and Hunger,  Toil and Heat, 
and when his Fortune ſc ts before him all 
Ille Femps and Heaſures that his Soul can wiſh, 
His rigid Virtue will accept of none | 
Syph. Eelieve, mg, Prince, there's. not an fie 
That traxerſe oyTyalt Numidren, Defurts, © +... . > 
In cueſſ of Ltey, and lives upon his Low, 
Lit bettet ꝓrattiſes theſe boaſled Viru es. 
Coarſe ate his Meals, che Fortune of the Chaſe, 
amidſt the running Stream he flakes his Thirſt, 
Toils all the Day, aud at th approach of. Night 


Oa the firſt friencly Fank he throws him down, 
B 2 Or 


„ 
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Or reſts his Head upon a Rock till Morn : 5 
Then riſes freſh, purſues his wonted Game, 
And if that following Day he chance to fad 
A new Repaſt, or an untaſted Spring, 
Bleſfies his Stars, and thinks it Luxury, 

—— Thy Prejudices, Sp. won't ditcern 
What Vircues graw from Igaorance and Choice, 
Nor how the Hero differs from the Brute. 
But grant that others cou'd with equal Glory 
Look down on Pleafrres, and the Baits of Senſe ; 
Were (hall we fiud the Man that bears Affliction. 
Great and Majeſtick in his Griefs hike Cato ? 
Heav'ns, with what Strength what Steadineſs of Miad 
He Tri mphs in the midſt of all his Suif'rings! 
Ho does he riſe againſt a Load ot Woes, 
And thank the Gods that throw the Weight upon him 

Spb. *Tis Pride, rank Pride, and Haughtineſ of 
| chiak the Romans call it Stoici/m, [Soul 
Had no: your Royal Father thought fo higtly 
Ot Roman Virtue, and of Czrg's (aufe 
He had not fall'n by a Slave's Hand, inglor ous: 
Nor would his ſlaughter d Army now have lain. 
On Africk's Sands, dizfigur'd with their Wounds, 


To gorge the Wolves anf Vultures of NH. 4 
. Why Co'ſt thou call my Sorrows up altre? q 

My Father's Name brings Tears into my Eyes. 3 
ph. Ch, that you'd prone by your Father's III. F 
7ub. What would'ſ thou have me do | ; 


S ph, Abandon C:to. : 8 
Jud. Spbax, I no be more than nice an 
Ey ſuch a Loſs, Cor ma 
Spb. Ay, there's the Tic that biads ou 
You long to call him Father. Afrcia's Charms 
Work in your Heart unſeen, and plead for ts. 
No wonder you are deaf to all I fay. 
Ju. hb. x, your Zeal becomes 1mporrunat? * 
ve 


— 
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28 C. 
I've hitherto permitted it to rave, 
And talk at large; but learn to keep it in, 
Leaſt it ſhould take more Freedom than L' give it. 
Seb. Sir, Your great Father never uſed me thus. 
Alas, he's Dead! but can you Cer forget 
1 he render Sorrows and the Pangs of Nature 
The fond Embraces, and repeated Bleſſings, * 
Which you drew from him in your laſt Farewel ? 
Still muſt. I cheriſh rhe dear, ſad, Remembrance, 
At once to torture, and to pleaſe my Soul. 
The good old King at parting wrung my Hand, 
(His Eyes brim full of Tears) then ſighing cry d, 
ry chee be careful of my Son. his Grief 
well d up fo high; he co: 1d not utter more, 
7a", Alas, thy Story melrs away my Soul. : 
That beſt of Fathers how ſhall I d ſcharge 
The Gratitude and Duty which love him“ 
Spb. By laying up his Cocncils in your Heart 
Jab. His Councils bade me JR to thy Directions: 
Then, Sybex, chide me in ſevereſt Terms, 
vent all thy Paſſions, and I'll ſtand its ſhock, 
| Calm and unrufficd as a Summer-Sea, 
| V hen not a Breath of Wind fiies o'er its Surface. 
| Hpb. Alas, my Prince, I'd guide you to your Safety. 
| Jub. I do teheve thou wou'dfſt : but tell me how ? 
| Spb. Fly from the Fate that follows Ceſer's Focs. 
«5. My Father ſeorn'd to do it. 
Spb. And therefore dy d. 
45. Better to die ten thouſand thonſand Deaths, © 
jan wound my Honour. 
Fb. Rather ſay your Love. 
Tub. Spex, I've piomis'd to preſerve my Temper, 
u hy ut thou urge me to confeſs a Flame, 
I long have ſtifled, and wou'd fain conceal ? 
Ih Believe me, Prince, tho hard to conquer Love, 
Ts tate ra divert and break its Force ; 
bf Abſence 
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Abſence might cure it, or à ſecond Miſtreſs | 
Light up another Flame, and put out this. 
The glowing Dames of Zzimz's Royal Court 
Have Faces fluſht with more cxalted Charms; 
The Sun, that rolls his Chariot o'er their Heads. 
8 Works up more Fire and Colour in their Checks: 
were you with theſe, my Prince, you'd ſoon forget 
The pale, unripen'd, Beautirs of the North. © 
J«b5 *Tis not a Set of Features, or Complex ion, 
The I incture of a Skin, that Ladmire, 
Beauty ſoon grows familiar to the Lover, 
Fades in his Eye, and pulls upon the Senſe. 
The virtuous Marcia tow'rs above her Sex: 
True, ſte is fair (Oh, how divinely fair“) 
But ſtill che lovely Maid improves her Chats, 
Wich inward Greatneſs, unaffected Wiſdom, 
: And Sanctity of Manners. C:to's Soul 
S Shines our in every thing ſhe acts or ſpeaks, 
W hile winning Mildneſy and attrattive Smiles 
Dwell in her Looks, and with becoming Grace : 
Soſten the Rigour of her Father's Virtues. 
S ph. How does your Tongue grow wantoa in her 


Praiſe/ © 
But on my Knees I beg you wou'd conſider 
31 Enter Marzia a Lucia. 
1 745. Hah / Sphax, is't not ſhe? She loves this /& 
Way; 
— And wich her Lucia, Lucius fair Daughter. 
Ny Heart beats thick —= 1 p:*ythee Syphax leave me. 


S. Ten thouſand Curles faſten on em both  » 
Now will this Woman with a ſingle Glance 


* Vado, what Pye been lib ring a1 this while. [Exit ; 

ta B'3 SCENE ' 
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SCENE V. 
Juba, Marcia, Lueia. 
Dog [ ſmooth 


% Hail, charming Maid / howthy Beauty 
The Face of Wer, and make ev'n Horror Smile / 
At Sil of Thee my Heart ſhakes off its Sorrow; 
ice! a Daivn af Joy break in upon me, 
And tor a while forget the Approich of Ceſar. 

Mir, I fhowd be griev'd, young Prince to think my 

Pr. fenee 

Unbent yonr Thoughts, and ſlcken'd em ro Arms, 
While, warm with Sla-ghrer, our victorious Foe 
Threatens aloud, and cajls you to the Field 

Ja O Murcis, let me hope thy kind Concerns 
And gentle wiihes follaw me to Bartel / 

Tie Thought will give n:w Vigour to my Arm, 

Add Strenzthi and Weight to my deſcending Sud, 
And drive it in a Tempeſt on the Foe, | 
Ar, My Fray'rs and Withes always ſhall attend 
T he Friends of Rime, the glorions Cauſe of Viree, 

And Men approv'd of by the Gods and (. 

v5, That Jul may deſerve thy pious Cares, 
III gaze for ever on thy Godiike Father, 
Tranſplanting, one by one, into my Life 
His bright Per tie ct ions, ti I ſhine like him: 

Mar, My Father pevecr ata Time like this 
wou'd lay cut his great Soul in Words, and waſte 
Such precious Moments. 

Jub. Thy Reproofs Are juſt, 

Thou virtuors Maid; I'll haſten ro my Troops, 
And fre their languid Souls with Cato's Virtue. 


It cer I lead them to the Field: when all ; 
| The 


1 he War ſhall ſtand ranged in irs juſt Array, 

And dteadiul Fomp: Then will chink on thee / 

O lovely Maid, T hen will 1 think ont ee“ 

And, in the ock of charging Hoſts, remember 
har glorious Deeds thou'd grace the Man, who hopes | 
For Mircia's Love. (Exity 


DD 
Lucia, Marcia, 


* | Luc, Marcia, you're too ſevere: 
How cou'd yoa chide the Jong good. natured Prince 
| And drive him om you with 10 ſtern an Air, 
A Priace that lo”es and doats on you to Death; 
Mar Tis theretore, Lucia that Ichide him from te, 
His Air, his Voice bis Looks, and honeſt Soul 
Freak all ſo movinaly in his Behalf, 
. dare nos truſt my felt to hear him ta. 
uc. Why will you fizhcagainſt ſo ſ et a Paſſion, 
And ſtcel yoar Heart to ſuch a World of Charms ? 
Mer. How, Luciz, wond'ſt tho 1 have me fins away 
In pleaung Dreams, and loſe my ſelf in Love, 
When cv'ry M:ment C:to's Life's at Stake 
Ceſi comes arm'd wth Terror and Revenge, 
And aims his Thunder at my Father's Head; 
hou'd nor the ſad Occaon ſwalloy up © 
My other Cares, and draw them all inro it ? 
Luc. Why have not I this Conſtancy of Mind, 
Who have fo many Griefs to try its Force? 
Sure, Nature form'd me of her ſofteſt Mould, 
Enfecblcd all my Soul with render Paſſions, 
And ſunk me ev'n be'gw my own weak'Scx : 
lity and Love, by turas oppreſs my Heart. 
e B 4 * * Marc 
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M. Lula, disburthen all thy Cares on me, 
And let me ſhare thy moſt revred Diſtreſs; 
Fell me whorraiſes up this Conflict in thee ? 

1vc bneed not bluſh ta name them, When I tell chee 
They're arcs Brothers, and the Sons of Cato. 

Ar. T hey both behold thee with their Siſter's Eyes: 
nd often have revea['d their Paſſion to me 
Rye tell me, whaſe Addreſs thou favour'ſt moſt ? 
Hong to know, and yet I Dread to hear it. 

Inc. Which is it Mercia wiſhes for ? 

AMzr, For neicher 
And yet for both — The Youths have ecual Slure 
In Marci.”'s Wiſhes, and divide their Siſter - 

But tel me which of them is Lucia's Choice? 

Inc. Murcia, they both are high in my Eſteem. 
Ent in my Love Why wilt thou make me name kim? 
Thou know'ſt ic is a blind and fooliſh Paſſion, 
ens d and diſguſted with it knows not what —— 

Afrr; O Dei, I'm perplex*d, O tell me which 
muſt hereafter call my happy Bro her p 

{ nc. Suppoſe rwerePrtivs cou'd you blame myChoice? 
— O xtius, thou haſt ſtol'n away my Soul 
With what a gracefnl Tender neſs he loves 
nd breaths the ſofteſt, the ſincereſt Vows / 
omplacency, and Trech, and manly Sweernefs 
Dwell ever on his Tongue, and ſmooth his Thouthrs. 
Mircus is oper warm, his fond Complaints 
Have ſo much Earneſtneſs and Paſſion in them, 
hear him with a ſecret kind of horrour, 
And tremble at his Vchemercy of Temper. 
Mair. Alis rot Touch how:canſt thou throw him 
from thee ? i 
Iniz, thou know'ſt not half the Love he bears thee; 
whene'er he ſpeaks of t e, his Hea d's in Flames, 
He ſends out all his Soul in ev'ry Word, 
And thinks, and talks, and looks like one tranfported. 
| Unhappy 
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Unliappy Youth/ how will thy Coldnefs raiſe 

Tempeſts and Storms in his afflicted Boſom?? 

I- dread the Conſequence. 
Lic. You ſeem to plead 

Aguinſt yaur Brorher Port ius. 
Mar. Heav'n forbid ! 

Had Portivs beers the unſucceſsful I over, * 

The ſame Compaſſion wou'd have fill n on him. 
Luc. Was ever Virgin Love diſtreſt like mine / 

Fort ius himſelf oft falls in Tears before me, 

As if-he mourn'd his Rival's ill Succeſs, | 

Then bids me hide the Motions o*my Heart. 

Nor ſhow. which Way ir turns So much he fears 

The ſad Effects, that it would have on MH t. 
Mar. He knows too well how eafily he's fired; 

And wou'd not plunge his Brother in Deſpair“ 

Bur waits for happier Times, and kinder Moments. 
Luc. Alas; too hare I find my ſelf involved | 

In endleſs Griefs and Labyrinths of Woe, 

Born too afflict my M-reia's Farmty 

And fox Diſſention in the Hearrs of Brothers. 

1 ormentimg Thought! it cuts into my Soul: 
Mu. Let us not, Lncia, aggravate o Sorrows, 

Rur to the Gods permit th'Event of Things. 

Our Lives, ditcolour'd with our prefent Woes, 

May ſtill grow bright, and fmile with happier Hours. 
do the pure limpid Stream, when fort with'Staans + 

Of rufhing Torrents, and deſcending Rains; 

Works ic ſe f clear, and as it runs, refinsz; 

Till by Degrees, the floaring Mirrour thiae:, 

Refletts cach Flow'r that on the Porder grows, © 

And anzy Heav'n in its fair Polom ſhow © [E. 
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SEMPRONIUS. 


OME {till ſurvives in this aſſembled Senate! 
Let us remember we are Cato's Friends, 
And att lixe Men who claim tliat glorious Title. 
Las. Cate will ſoon be here, and open tous 
Th Occation of our Meeting. Heark ! he comes / 
[4 fonnd of Trump-ts. 
Nay all the Guardian Gods of Rome dirett him! 


Enter Cats. 


Cato. Farhers, de once again are met in Council. 
e ars Approach has ſummon'd us together, 
4 And Rome attends her Fate from our Reſolves: 
| Fow [ll we treat this bold afpiring Man? 
1 | Succeſs ſtill tollows him, and backs his Crimes : 
4 Poarſalia gave him-Bome, Egypt has ſince 
4 Received his Yoke, and the whole Nile is Cæſar s. 
Why ſhould4 mention fubzs Overthrow, 
| An S$cipi/'s-Death ? Numidia's burning Sands 
| Still ſmogk with Blood. *Tis time we (hoald decrec 
W hat Courſe to take, Our Foe adyances. on us, 
And en ies us ev'n Libja's ſultr ry Deſarrs. 
Fathers, pronounce your Thoughts, arc they ſtil] fiut 
To hold it our, and fighit it to the laſt ? 
| Or age Jour Hearts — d at length, and wrought 
[ 12 a By 
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By Time and ill Succeſs to a Submiſſion ? _ 
Sempronius ſpeak. _ , 
Semp. My Voice is ſtill for War. 
Gods, can a,Raman Senate long debate | 
Which of the two to chuſe, Clav'ry or Death! 
No, ler us riſe at once, gird on our Swards, 
And, at the Head of our remaining Troops, 
Attack the Foe, break through the thick Array 
Of his rhrong'd Legions, and charge home upon him. 
yerhaps ſome Arm, more lucky than the reſt, | 
May reach his Heart,and free the World from Bondage 
Riſe, Fathers, riſe! *ris Rome demands your Help, 
Rile, and reyenge her flaughter'd Citizens. 
Or (hare their Fate The Corps of half her Senate 
Manure the Fields of Theſſaly, while we 
Sit here, deÞF'raring in cold Debates, 
If we ſhould ſacrifice our Lives to Honour 
Or wear them out in Servitude and Chains. 
Rouſe up tor Shame / our Brothers of Pharſali: 
point at their Wounds, and cry aloud. To Bartel / 
Great Pompey's Shade complains that we are ſlow, 
And Scipwy's Gholt walks unre enged amongſt us“ 
Cato, Let not 4 Torrent of impetuous Zeil 
Tranſport thee thus beyond the Bounds of Reaſon: 
rue Fortitude is ſeen in great Exploits 
That Juftice warrants, and that & iſdom guides, 
Altelte is row'ring Frenzy and Diſtraction. | 
Are not the Live: of chofe, who draw rhe Sword 
In Rome's Defence, entruſted ro ow Care? 
Should we thus lead them to a Field of Stiughter, 
Mighit not th impartial World wich Reafoq ſay, 
We laviſht o our Deaths the Blood of Thoutands, 
To grace our Fall or make our Ruin g'ormas? 
Li. ius we next woald know what's your Opinion. 
Luc My Thoughts I muſt confeſs, are turn on Pezce 
Already have our Quarrels fd the Vo-ld 


| 
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With Widows and wich Orphans: Sythii frourns 

Our gu Iry Wars, and Earth's remoteſt Regions 

Lic half unpeopled by the Feuds of Rome: | 

Tis time ro ſheatli the Sword, and ſpare Mankind. 

It is not Ceſar, but the Gods, my Fathers, 

T he Gods declare againſt us, and repell 

Our vain Attempts. Tourge the Fo* t) Bartel, 

(Prompred by blind Revenge and wild Deſpair) 

Were to refuſe th' Awards of Providence, 

And not to reſt in Heav'n's Determination. 

Already have we ſhown our Love to Nome, 

Now let us ſhow Submiſſion to the Gods. 

We took up Arms, not to revenge our ſelves. 

Nut free the Common wealth; when this End fails, 

Arms have no further Uſe : Our Country's Cauſe, 

That drew our Swords, now wreſts em from our Hands, 

And b'&s us not delight in Roman Blood, | 

Unp-oftably ſhed; What Men could do, 

s Gone already: Heav'n and Earth will witneſs, . 

f Rom? ruſt fall, that we are Innacent.. n. 
ep This ſmooth Diſcourſe and mild Behoviour oft 

C oncea! a Traytor — Fomething whiſpers me 

AJ! 15 nat right te, beware of Lucius. 
| by 1 Cate. 
C111, Let ns appear not Raſh nor Dihdent: 

'mmod'rare Valour ſwell into a Fault; 

And Fear, admitted into publick Councils, 

Retrays live T reaſon, Let us ſhun em both. 

Fathers, I cannot fee that our Affairs I 

Are grown thus deſp'rare, We have Bulwarks round us, 

Wichin our Walls are Troops enured to Toil 

In Fus leats, and ſcaſpn'd ro rhe Svn.; 

Nunilis ſpacious Kingdom lies behind ns, 

Ready ta rife at it's young Prince's Call, 

While there is Bore, c rot diſtruſt rhe Gods; 

By wat at leaſt il s near Appraach 
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Force us to yield, *T will never be to) late 
To ſue for Chains, and own a Congneror, 
by ſhould Rene fall a Momentere her time? 
No, let us draw het Term of Freedom out 
Inst' full Length. and ſpin it to the laſt. 

So ſhall we gain {tl one Day's Liberty; 

And let. me periſh, bur in Czto's Judgment, 

A Day, an Hour of irtuous Liberty 

Is warth a. whole rternity in Bondage. 


Enter Matcus. 


Aare, Fathers, this Moment, as I warch'e the Gates 
Lodg'd on my Poſt; a Herald is arrived 
From Ceſar's Camp, and with him comes old Decius, 
The Roman Kn'ght; he carries in his Looks 
Impatience, and demands te ſpeak with Cato. 

Cato, By your Permiſſion, Fathers, bid him enter. 

Exit Marcus 

— was once my t riend, but other Proſpects 
Have looſed thoſe Ties, and bound him taſt won 
His Meflage may determine our Reſol ves. 
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SCENE. II. 
Decius, Cato. 


Der. Ce ar ſends Health to C4 

Cato, Cou'd he ſend it 
To. catos ſlaughter'd Friends, it would beveichate i 
Are not your Orders to addreſs the Senate ? 

Dec, My Buſmeſs is with caro Ceſar ſees 
TheStre:ghrs rowhichyou'redrivn, and,as he knows. 
Coto's hight worth, is anxious for our Life. 

Cato, My Lite is erafcen on the Fate of Rome - * 

Nod. 


* 
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uud he ſave Cats; Bid him ſpare his Country. 
Tell your Dictator this: and tell him Cato 
Diſdains a Life, which he has Yower to offer. 
Dec. Rye an! her Senators ſubmit to Ce ar; 
Fer Gen'rals and her Confuls areno more, 
Who check'd his Conqueſis, and denied his Triumphs 
Why will not che be this Ceſz”'s Friend; 
Cite. Thoſe very Reaſons. thou haſt urged, forbid ir 
Der Cato, I've Orders ro Expoſtulate. 
And Reaſon with you, a+ from Friend to Friend: 
Think on the Storm that garhers o'er your Head, 
And threatens evry hour to burſt vpon it; 
Still may you ſtand high in your Country's Honours, 
Do but comply and make your Peace with Ceſar. 
Rame will rejoſce, and caſt its Eyes on Cuts, 
As on the Second ot Mankind. 
C19 No more: 
muſi not think of Life on ſuch Conditions. 
Der. Ceſar is well acquainred with your Virtues, 
And therefore ſet this value on your 4 tie: 
Let him but know the Price ot Cito's Friendihip, 
And name your Terms. 
Cato, Bid him disb ind his Leigions, 
Re ſtote the Common-wral h to Uberty. 
gubmit his Actions to the publick Cenſore, 
And ſtand the Judgment of a RM Senite. 
Lid him do this, and Cato is his Friend. 
Dec. Cato, the World talks londly of your Wiſdom 
Crto Nay more, tho tate Voice was nder employ!d 
To clear the Guilty, and to varniſh Crimes 
My ſelf wit mount the Ryſt:um in his Favour, 
and firive to gain his Pardon from the People. 
Der. A Style like this becomes a Conquc ror. 
Cato. Decius, a Stile, like this, becomes a Roman. 
Dec. What is a Raman, that is Ceſar's Foc? 
Cato. Greater, then Ceſar : he's 3 Friend. to Virtue 
| * r 


CA 0 39 
Dec. Conſider. Cato, yore in Vic, 
And at the Head of your own little Senate; 
You don't now thunder in the Capitol, 
With all the Mouths of Rane to ſecond you 
Cit, Let him canſider Thar, who drives us hither: 
"Tis Ceſars Sword has made Ryne's Senite Little, 
And chinn'd its Ranks, Alas, thy dazzicd Eye 
B: holds this Man in a falſe Glaring Light, 
Which Conoveſt and Succeſs have ttrown upon him; 
Did'ſt thou but view him right. thou' dſt ice him hack 
Wich Murder, Treaſon, Sacrilege, and Crimes, 
Thar ſtrike my Soul with Horror but to name cm. 
I knw thou look'ſt on me. as o a Wrerch 
Beſet with Ills, and cover'd with Misfo*rrne: . 
But, by the Gods I ſwear, Millions of Worlds 
Shau'd never buy me to be like that Ceſar. 
Dec. D s Cato ſend this Anſwer back to Cul, 
For all his gen'rous Cares, and profier'd Fricndthip 2 
Cito. His Cares for me are inſolent and yain : 
Fre, umptrous Man / The Gods tabe Care of Cato, 
Wou'd C:ſ:r ſhow the Greatneſs of his Soul 
Bid him employ his Care for theſe my Friends, 
And make good ule of .his ill-gorten Pow'r, 
Ny ſneltring Men much better than himſelf. 
Dec. Your high "nconquer'd Heart makes you forget; 
You are a Mau. You ruſh on your Deſtruction. 
Bet I have done, Wheal relate hereafter 
The Tale of this unhappy Emballe, 


All Ryne will be in Tears. Exit Decius 
SCENE III. : 


Sempronias, Lucius, Cato, 


dem. Cato, we thank thee. 
The mighty Genius of Immortal Rome, 
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Speaks in thy Voice, thy Soul breaths Liberty: 
Ceſar will ſhrink to hear the Words thou utter ſt, 
And ſhndder in the midſt of all his Conqueſts 

c. The Senare ones irs Gratitude to Cato, 
Who with ſo great a Soul conſults its Safety. 
And guards ovr Lives while he neplects his own. 

Semp Sempronius gives no Than's on this Account. 
Licins ſeems fond of Life ; but what is Life? 

Tis not: to ſtalk abort. and draw fre Air 
From time to time, or gaze uron the Sun? 
Tis to be free. When Liberty 1s gone, 

Life grows inſipid, and has loſt its Re liſn 
O cou'd my dying Hand but lodge a Sword 
Is Ceſar's Boſom, and revenge my Country, 
By Heav'ns T cou enjoy the Pangs ot Death 
And Smile in Agony: 

Luc Others perhaps | 
May ſerve their Country with ag warna Teal, 

Tho” tis not kindied into ſo much Rage ©» 

Semp. This Sober Conduct is a mighty virtue 
In luke- warm Fatriots. 

C-to. Come / no more, S:mproning, 

All here are Friend+ ro Rome, and to each other. 
Ler vs not weaken ſtill the weakeſt Side, 
By ovr Diviſions. 

S-mp Cate, my Reſentments 
Are facrihced to Rome I ſtand reproved. 

Cite, Fathers, tis time you come to a Reſolvee 

Luc. Cato, we all go into your Opinion. 

C ſars Ec huviour has convinced the Senate 
Ve ouʒht to hold ir out till Terms arrive. 

dn. We ought to hold it out till Death, but, Cato, 
My private Voice is drowyn'd amid th: Senate's. 

Cato Then let us riſe, my Frizn1s, and ſtrive to fill 
Thi, lietle Interval, this Pauſe of Life, 
(While yet our Liberty and Fates ate daubtſul) 

| | With» 
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Wich Reſolution, Friendſhip, Rymen Prav'ry, 

And al the Virrues we can crowd into it; 

That Heav'n may ſay. it ought to be proſong'd 
Fathers, farewel -— The young Namidizn Prince 
Comes fot ward, and expects ro know our Councils, 


[ Exeunt Senators. 
(ESERIPESELS FLIGEIEL 
SCENE. IV. 


Cato, Juba. 


Cats. uu, the Romn Senate has reolv'd, 

Till Time give better Froſpetts ſtill to keep 

The Sword unſh-ath'd, and turn its Edge 00 Ceſar. 
Jab. The Reſolution firs a RN Senate, 

Bur, Cato, Jend me for 2 while thy Parience, * 

And condeſcend to hear a young Man ſpeak. 

My Father when ſome Days befor: his Death 
He order'd me to march for Vie 
(Alas, I chovrght not then his Death ſo near /) 
\Weprt o'er me preſt me in his aged Arms, 

And, as his Grief gave way, My son, faid he, 

M hatever Fortune wall befall thy Father, 

Be Cato's Friend; hel] train thee up to Great 

And Virruous Deeds: Do but obſerve him well, 
Thou'l: Shun Misfor une or thou'lt learn ro Bear em- 

Cato. ue, thy Father was a w-rthy Prince, 

And merired, alas“ a better Fate; 
Bur Heav'n tho ght otherwiſe, 
* , My Father's Fate. 
In ſpight of all che Fortiiude, that ſhines 
Before my Face, in Cat» great Examp'e, 
Subdues my Soul, and halls my Eyes wich Tears. 
Cato, It is an honeſt Sorrow, and comes thee- 


Pr. 
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5. My Father drew Reſpett from foreign Climes 
The Kings of i ſonght him for their Friend, 
Kines far remote, that rule, as Fame reports, 
Behind the hidden Sources of the Nile, 
In diſtant \\ orlds, on t'other ſide the Sun: 
OF have their blac« Ambaſladors appeared, 
loiden with Gifts, and fill'd the Courts of Zams. 
Cato. I am no Strauger to thy Father's Greatneſs / 
Jub. I woulel not boaſt the Greaeneſi of my Father 
Eut po nt out new Alliances to Cato, 
Had we not better leave this Vet | 
To arm Numi da in aur Cauſe, and core 
Th' Aſſiſtance of my Father pow'rfu!} Friends / 
Did they know Cato, onr remotcſt Kings 
Won d pour embatt ed Multitudes about him 7 
Their ſwarthy Hoſts woald Darren a!} our Pains, 
Doubſing the native Ho rour of the War, 
Aud maxing Death moe grim. 
Cato, and canſt thou think 
Cat? w'll fly before the Sword of Car 
Reduced like H:mnibil to ſeck Relief 
From Court to Court, and wander up and down, 
A 2 in Ffrick / 
Jab. Cit), perphaps 
I'm rooFicious, but my forward Cares 
Wo d fain preſerve a Lif. of ſo much Value. 
My Heart is woundcd, when I ſer ſuch Virtue 
Aﬀintted by the Weight of ſuch Mis fortuncs. 
Cato, Thy Noblenels of Soul obiges me, 
But know young Prince, that Valour ſoars abovc 
Mut the World calls Misfortune andatflictg n. 
Theſe are not Ills; elſe wou'd they never fall 
On Heav'ns firſt Fav'rices, and the beſt of Men: 
The God, in Bounty work up Storms about us 
That give Mankind occaſion ro exert 


Their hidden Strength, and throw out into Practice 
Verrucs 


cs 
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V rrues, which ſhun the Day, and he conceaPd 
In the ſmonrh Sea ons and the Calms of Life, | 
Fab. I'm charm'd whenc'er thou talk'ſt I pane for 
Virtue | 
And al! mv Soul endeqvoursat Perieion,- 

Cato. Doſt thou love Watehings, Abſtinence & Toil, 
Laboriovs Virtues all Learn them from Cato : 
Succefs and Fortu ne muſt thou learn from Ceſar. 

45, The beſt good Fortuue that can fall on JG, 
The whole Succeſs, at which my Heart aſpires, 
Depends on C 70 7 
Cate. What docs uh ſay ? 
Thy Wores confound me. 
v5. I would fain retra@t them. 
Give 'em me back again They m' d at nothing, 

Cato. Tell me thy w ee Prince ; make not my 
A wp - pee Thoughts, [ [Ear 

, 5 * re extrar: 
8401 let me hide them. EY 

Cito. M hat c.n 744 ask 
That Ce will refuſe / 

Jud. fear to name it 
Mercia inherits all her Father's Virtues. 

Cette, What woud'ſt thou fay ? 

745 Cato, thou haſt a Danghrer, 

C.:t1, Adien, young Vrince; 1 wond no” hear a Word 
<1 ou'd Idfen thee in my Eſtieem: RememLer 
The Hand of Fare is over us, and Heav'n 
Exatts Severity from all our Thoughts: 

It is not now a T me to talk of aught 
But Chan, or Conqueſt; Liberty, or Death. © 
(Exit. 
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Cyphax, Juba. 


Spb. How': this, my Prince / What, cover'd with 
Confuſion 7 
You Jook as if 200 ſicro Thiloſopber 
Had juſt now Chid you 
Ib. Syphax, I'm . = —E 
b. I know it well. 
Jub. Cats thinks meanly of me. 
Si\ph And ſo will all Mankind. 
Jud. I've cycned to him 
The weakneſ of my Sou] my Love for Marcia. 
Ab. Cato's 2 proper fer ſon to _—_ 
A Love-Talc with 
Jub I could pierce my Heart, 
My ſoolim Heart! Was ever Wretched like Fubs ? 
Spb. Alas, my Prince how are you changed of late“ 
Pve known young u riſe, before the Sun, 
To beat the Thicket where the Tyger flepr, 
Or ſcek the Lion in his dreadful Haunts : 
How did rhe Colour mount into your Cheeks, 
When firſt you rouſed him to the Chace / I've leen you, 
Ev'n in the Libyan Dog-days, hunt him down, 
Then charge him clole, provoke him to the Rage 
Of Fangs and Claws, and ſtooping ſrom your Horſe 
River the panting Savage to the Ground, 
Tub Pr'y chee, no more / 
Spb. Haw wou'd the od K ng ſmile 
To ſce you weigh the Paws, when tipp'd with Gold, 
And tl ro the maggy Sro I aboat your Shoulders“ 
7. $p2-x,this old Man's Talk (tho Honey flow d 
In 
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In eviry Word) wou'd now lo all its Sweetneſs. 
Cato's diſpleas'd, and Mercia loſt far ever / | 
3yph. Young Prince, I yet cou'd give you good Ad- 
Mrrcia might itil] be yours [ vice, 
Jab. What ſay'ſt thou, Syn? 
By Heav'ns, thou tiu n'ſt me all into Attention. 
Spb. Mercia might ſtill be Yours. 
Jus. AS how, Dear Sphb.:x ? 
Syph. Jubi commands Nuynidia's hardy Troops, 
Mounted on Steed; uuuſed to the Reſtraiat 
Of Curbes or Bitres, and flecter than the Winds: 
Give but the Word, we'll ſnatch this Damſcll up, 
And bear her off, | 
uz. Can ſuch diſhoneſt Thoug hes 
Riſc up in Man! wou'dſt thou ſeduce my Youth 
To do an Act that wou'ddeſtroy my Honour? 
S. Gods I cou'd rear my Beard to hear you tal 
Henour's a fine imaginary Nation, 
Thar draws in raw and unexperienced Men 
To real Miſchiefs, while they hunt a Shadow. 
45, Wou'dſt thou degrade thy Prince into a Ruan? 
$yph. The boaſted Anceſtors of theſe great Men, 
Whoſe Vircues you admire, . were all ſuch Ruthans. 
This dread of Nations this Almighty Rome, 
That comprehends in her wide Empire's Bounds 
All under Heav'n, was founded on a Rape. 
Your Sipio's, Ceſar 3, Fumpey c, and your City's, 
(Theſe Gods on Earth) are all the ſpurious Brood 
Of violated Maids, of raviſh'd Szhines 
Jub. Spbar, I fear chat hoary Head of chine 
Abounds too much in our Namidian Wiles. | 
Spb. Indeed, Prince, you want to know the World, 
You have not read Mankind, your Yourh admires 
The Throws and Swelling of a Roman Soul, 
C:to's bold Flights, th'Extravaga ce of Virtue. 
J«5 If Knowledge of the World makes Man N 
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May 7akt ever live in Ignoraare / 
pb. Go, go, youre Young. 

wb. Gods muſt I rame]y bear 

TAs Arrogance unanſwer'd / Thaurta Traitor, 

A falſe old Traitcr. | 
Seb. I have. gone ton far. LAV. 
Ju“. Cxto mall know the Baſenefs of thy Soul. 

Spb. I miſt appeaſe rhis Storm, or pcrith in it Aide 

YoungPrince,behold tteſe Locks that ate grown white 

Lemath a Helmet in your Father's Battels 
Jb. Thoſe Locks tall ne'er protett thy Inſolence. 
Yb. Muſt one rath Word, th Infirmity of Age, 

Throw down the Merit of my better Years ? 

T his the Reward of a whole Lite of Service ! 

— Curie on the Boy / low ſteadily he hears me Aſide 
Jul. Is it becauſe the Throne of my Fore- fathers 

Still ſtands unfill'd and that Namidia's Crown 

Hangs doubrful yer, whole Head it ſhall encloſe, 

I Lou chis pretumeſt to treat x1 y Frince with Scorn ? 

u hy will you rive my Heart with ſuchExyreiſi. 

Do's rot old & fullow you to War? [ ons ? 

M Hat are his Aims? Why do's he load with Darts 

Nis tiembling Hand, ard club beneath a Cask 

His wrinkled Erows 2 What is it he aſpires to? 

Is it not this? to thed the low Remains, 

His laſt poor Ebb of Blood in your Defence? 

Jus. S phνi no more! 1 wou'd not hear you talk. 
Hb. Not hear me talk! M hat, when my F ith to 7. 

My royal Maſter's Son, is call'd in qreftion ? 

My krime may flrike me dead, and Ill be dumb: 

But whit L hve I mult not hold my Tongue, 

Ard languith cur old Age in his Diſpleaſme. 

74", 1 liou knc well thy way too well into my Heart, 

I Co believe thee loyal to thy Fr ince. 

Hb. What greater Inaſlance can I give 2 L' ve offer d 

To do an Action, which my * op! abhore, 

And gain you whom you love ar any Price.” Jul. 
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Thy Prince efteemsthy Worth, and loves thy A 
| £ 


CAT Oo 47 
Ja, Was This thy Motive? I have been too haſty, 
Syph. And "tis for This my Prince has calPd me Traitor. 
Fu", Srre thou miſtakeſt; I did rot ca'l thee fo. 
Spb. Youdid indeed myfrince.you calPd me Traitor; 
Nay, further, threaten'd you'd complain to Caro, | 
Of what, my Prince, wo d you complain ro Cato ? 
T hat Spur Loves you, and and wou'd facrifice 
His Life, niy more, his Honour in your Service. 
745. S4phax, I know thou lov'it me, but indeed 
1 hy Zeal for ua caryred thee too far. 
Hono rs a facred Tir, the Law of Kings, 
The noble Mind's diſtinguiſhing Pertettion, | 
That aids and ſtrengtheas Virtue, where it mecrs her, 
And Imitates her Actiors, where the is not: 
It ought not to be ſrorted wich. 
$yph. By Heav'ns 
Pm raviſht when you talk thus, tho? you chide me? 
Alas, I've. hitherto been ujcd-ro think 
A blind offctons Zei ro ſerve my King 
The ruling bi inciple, that ouzht to burn 
And queuch all others in a Subjett's Heart. 
Happy the People, who preſerve their Honour 
By che fame Duties, that oblige their Prince ! 
Jub. Syphax, thou now, begin'ſt to ſpeak thy ſelf. 
Numidia's grown / a Scorn among ihe Nations 
For Breach of publick Vows. Out Puni. & Faith 
Is Infamous, and branded to à Proverb. 
Shir, we'IIjoin our Cares, to purge away 
Our Country's Crimes, god clear her Reputation. 
$,ph. Belieye me, frince, you make old HA weep 
To hear you talk - but cis wich Te-rs af Joy. 
If &er your Fathers Crown adorn your Rows, 
Numidia will be bleſt ty Cato's Lectures. 
u5, Syphex, thy Hand! wel] mutually forget 
The Warmth of Youh, and for wardne is of Age: 
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If cer the Scepter comes into my Hand, 
S'phax thall ſtand the ſecond in my Kingdom. 
Sb. Why will you overwhelm myAge withRindneſs? 
My Joy grows burdenſome, 1 ſhan't ſupparr: it. 
Jub. S\phax, farewel. I'll hence, and try co fad 
Some bleft Occaſion that may fer me ri :ghr 
in Czto's Thoughts. I'd rather have that Man 
Approve my Decds, than Worlds for my Admirers. 
[ Exit. 


Syphax ſolu, 


Young Men ſoon give, and ſoon forger Afﬀronts, 
O!d Age is flow in borh A falfe old Traitor / 
hoe Werds, raſh Boy, ray chance to coſt thee dear. 
My Hears had! ſtil! ſome foolith Fondneſs for rhee : 
But hence / *ti- gone: I give it to the Winds: 
Ce, Pm wholly T hine — 


enen 
SCENE VI. 


Syphax, Sempron:us. 


Syph. All hail, Semprontus 7 
Well, Cete's Senate is refolv'd to wait 
T ny Fury of a Siege, before it yields, 
. Siphax, we both were on the Verge of Fate 
1 declared for Peace, and Terms were oftec'd 
To Cato by a Meſſenger from Caſir, 
Show'd they ſubmir, ere ow Deſigus are ripe, 
we both muſt perith i In the common Wreck, gh 
Loſt in a gen'ral Undiſtinguitht Ruin 
Spb. But how ſtands Caro? nn N 
Semp. T hou haſt ſcen Mount Arla r 
While Storms and Tempeſts thunder on its Brows, 
And Oceans Freak weir Milos At th Feet, 7 
bs 4 -_ 15. 5 23k Ad 
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Ic ſtands unmoved, and glories in its Height, 
Such is that haughty Man ; his tow'ring Soul. 
N Midſt all the Shocks and Injuries of Fortune, 
Riſes ſuperior, and looks down on Cæſar. 
Syph But whar's this Meſſeng er?? | 2 
Semp, I've pray d with him | = 
And found a Means to let the Victor know 1 2 | 
That Sphær and Sempron are his Friends + | 24 wn 
it. But ler me now examine in my Turn . 15 
Hob. Yes, but it is to C. | 
I've try'd the Force of ey/ry Reaſon on im. 
"4 and careſꝰd, been angry, ſooth'd again, 
Lay'd Saftey, Life.,and-Int'reſt in his Sight, 
Bur all are vain, he ſcorns them all for Cato. . 
_ Semp. Come, tis no Matter, we ſhal!*do without 
He'll make a pretty Figure in a Triumph, [ him 
And ſerve to trip before the Vidtor's Chariot 
Spbar I nor may hope thou haſt forſoox 
Thy Juba's Cauſe, and wiſheſt Marcia mine 
$5 \5yph, May ſhe be thine as taſt as thou woyld'ſt have her 
Semp. Syphax, I love that Woman tho' I curſe 
Her and my ſelf, yet ſpight of me, I love her. 
Spb. Make Cato ſure, aud give up Utica 
- Ceſar will ne'er refuſe thee fuch's Trifle. 
But are thy Troops prepared for a Revolt 
Fate |} :Do's the Sedirion Garth from Man to Man, 
t And run among cheir Ranks ? i | 
| | Semp All, all: ready, E =_ 
fb The factious Leaders are our Friends, bat ſpread A 
I | Mumnurs and Diſcontentvamang che Soldiers. | | 
I |} They count theit toilſome Marches, long Fatigues, 
I Vaulal Faſtings, and will bear no more 
by This Medly of Phileſephy and War. | 
rows, Within an Hour _— ſtorm the Senate-Houſe | = 
* Spb Mean while 5 Numidian _ 
; What 
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Within the Square, to-exerciſe their Arms, 

And as-I ſee Oecaſion, favour thee. 

I laugh tothink how your unſhaken Cato 

Will look aghaſt, while unforeſeen Deſtruction 
Pours in upon him thus from every Side, 

So, where our whide Numidian Waſtes extend, 
Sudden, th'imperuous Hurricanes deſcend; ew 
heel chroogithe Air, in circling Eddies play, 

Tear up the Sands, and ſweep whole Plains away, 
The helpleſs Traveller, with wild Surprize, 
Sees the dry Deſart all around him riſe 

And ſmorher'd in the duſty Whirlwind Dies 
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HANKS ta my Stars, I have, not ranged about 
The Wilds of Life, ere I could find a Friend; © 
Nature firſt pointed out my Fortis to me, 
And Early taught me, by her ſecret Force, 
To love thy Perſon, ere I knew thy Merit; 
Till, what was inſtinct, grew up into Friendf@ip, | 
Port. Ati cus, the F riendſhips of the World are ad 
- | *Confed*racies in Vice, or Leagues of Pleaſure; | a! 
Ours has ſevereſt Virrue for its Bas, Gan. 
And ſuch a Friendſhip ends not but with Le.. = 
Mir Portins, thou know'ſt my Soul an all its weakaels, 4 
Then pr'ythee ſpare me on its render; de, OD 
Indulge me but in Love, my other Paſſhons . +1] 11h | 
Shall riſe and. fall U Virtues niceſt Rules. = 
Port. When Love's well timed, tis not a fault to loxe. 3 
The Strong, the Brave, the Virtvous, and the Will,” 1 
Sink in the ſoft Captivity to geber. NF 
I wou'd not urge thee to diſniſi thy Paſſipn,.. . (1) = 
- +... | (I know*rwerevain) bur ro ſuppreli-ies Foce, = 
I Tim becter times may make it look more graceful. - 
3 Marc. Alas; Thou taleſt like one who twig 
Ib imparienc 'Throbts and Longings . 4 = 
AGT | That pants, 2 diſtant Q 1221 
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A Lover does not live by vulgar Time : 
Believe me, Porting, in my Ltias Abſence © 
Life hangs upon me, and becomes a Burden ; 
And yer, when I Behold the charming Maid, 
I'm ten- times more undone ; while Hope and Fear, 
And Grigt, and Rage, and Love, rife up at once, 
And with Variety of Pain diſtract me. 
Part: What can thy For tius do to give thee Help? 
Marc. Fort ins, thouoft enjoy ſt che Fir One's Preſence: 
Then undertake my Cauſe, and plead it ro her 
With all the Strength and Heats of Eloquence 
Fraternal Love and Friendſhip can inſpire. 
Tell her thy Brother fanguiſhes co Death, 
And fades away, and withers in his Bloom 
That he forgers his Sleep, and loaths his Food, 
That Youth, and Health, and War are joyleſs to him: 
Deſcribe his ansions Days, and reſtleſs Nights, 
And all the Torments that thou ſeeſt me ſuffer. 
: Port, Marcus, I beg thee give me not an Office, 
Thar ſuits with meſo ill. I hou know ſt my Temper, © 
Marc. Wile thou behold me ſinking in my Woes ? 
And wilt thou not reach out à friendly Arm, 
IL raiſe me from amidſt this Plunge of Sorrows ? 
Part. Marcus, thou canſt nat ask what I'd refuſe. 
But here believe me I have a thouſand Reaſons 
Marc. | know thou'lt fay my paſſfon's outof Seaſon, . 
That Ciro grearExample and Misfortuncs 
S uld borh conſpire to drive it from my Thoughts. 
But what's all this to one WhO loves like od 
Oh ert ius, Porting, from my Soul Lwiſh 
Thou giſt tur know thy felt what tis to love 
Then would'ſt thou pity and aſſiſt thy Brother. 
Poyti What ſhoeld 1 do / HH 4 diſcloſe my Paſſion 


Cur Friendſhips at an end: It I conc eal it, | 
I he World will eall me falſero à Friend and Brother. 
8 [ Aſide, 

Mare. 
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Arc. But fre where Luciz, at her wanted Hor; 
Amid the Coob ot yon" high n Marble Arch,” pA 
En oys the Noon- day Breeze / "Obſerve her, Portins ! 
Thathace, that Shape, thoſe Eyes, chat Heav'nol Beauty / 
Obſerve her well, aud blame me it thou can it. 

Fort. She fees us, and — 

Arc. Ell wichdraw. 4 
And leave you for à while. Remember, Partins, 
Thy Brother's Life depends upon thy Tongue. | Exiz. 


— . 
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SCENE H. 
Eucia, Portius. 2 
Lic. Did not I ſee your Brother Itircus here? 


Why did he fly the Place, and ſhun my Preſence? 


N. Oh, Lucia, Language is too faint too ho 
His Rage of Love; it preys upon his Life; 
He pmes, he fickens, he deſpairs, he dies: | 
H*'s Paſſions and his Virraes lie confuſed, 


And mixt together in ſo wild à Tumult, 


That the hole Man is quize distigur d in him. 
Heawns! 'wou'd one think were poſſible for Love 
To make ſueh Aayage in /a noble Soul? 
Luci, Im diſtrea“ my Hurt bleeds for him; 
Ev 'n now; while thus l 
A fecrer Damp ot Grief comes o re my 
And I'm unhappy, tho thou ſmileſt uon mc« - - 

Luc, How wile thou guard thy Honour in the Shock 
Of Love and Friendihip/ think berimes, my Portins, 
Think how the Nuptial Tie, that migtic enſire 
Our mutual Bliſs, won'd raiſe to ſuch à eight 
Thy Brother's Griets as might perhaps deſtroy him. 

Port. er pour Youth: f _ doſt thou — uf 
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His gen'rovs, open, undeſigning Heart 
Nas deg his Rival to ſollicit for him. 
Then do not ſtrike him dead with a Den'al, 
Bur hold him up in Life, and cheer his Soul 
With the faintglimm'ring ot a doubt ful Hape: 
Pcrhaps, when we have paſs'd theſe gloomy Hours, 
And weather'd out the Storm that bears upon us 
Lic, No, Porting, no! I ſee thy Siſters Tears, 
Th Father's Anguiſh, and thy Brother's Death, 
In the hu. ſuit of our ill fated Loves. 
And, Pirtiv's, bete IL ſ wc, t Hen I ſ went, 
To Heav'n and all the Powers that judge Mankind, 
Never to mix my plighted Hands wich thine, 
While ſuch a Cloud of Miſchicfs hangs about us, 
But to forget our Loves, and drive thee out 
From all my Ttoughts, as far — as | am able 
Part. What haſt thou ſaid I'm thunder · ſtruc x 
Ts Recall | 
Thoſe hafty Words. ot b am loſt for ever | 
Lic. Has not the Vow alrcady paſe'd my Lips? 
The Gods have heard it, and tis feal'd in Heav'n. 
May all the Vengeance, that was ever four'd 
On perjur'd Heads, ocrw helm me, if 1 break it! 
01 414. | a [ After a Þ uſe 
Po t Fixt in-Aftoniſhment, I upon thee , 
Like one juſt blaſted by a Stroak from Heav'ny | 
Who pants for Breath, and ſtiffens yer alive, 
In dreadful Looks : A Monument ot Wrath 
Luc. At length I've ated my ſevereſt Part, 
I fee} the Woman breaking in u on me, 
And meit about my Heart / my Tears will flow. 
Butoh I'!lrhink no more the Hand of Fate 
Has torn thee from me, and I muſt forger thee 
Pert. Hard- hearted, eruel Maid / 
Le, Ob ſtop thoſe Sounds. 
Thoſe killing Sounds / Why doſt thou frown _ 
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My Blood runs cold, my Hearr forgets to Hee,” | 
And Life ir ſelf goes out at thy Diipleaſure 
The Gods forbid us to thdulge our Loves, 
But oh / I cinnot bear thy Hate and Hive ? . 

Port Talk not ot Love, thou never knew ſt irs Force 
I've been deluded led into 2 Dream 
Of fancied Bliſs. O EN, cruel Maid? 
Thy dreadful Vow, baden with Death, ſtil) ſounds 
In my ſtunn d Ears, What fal E ſay or d | 
Quick, let us part / Perdition's in thy Preſence, 
And Horror dwells tbont rhee / —— Ha, ſhe fainrs ? 


Wretch that I am! What has my Raſhneſs done? 


Lucia, thou ia jut d Innocence / thou beſt 
And lovely'ſt of thy Sex / awake, my Lucia, 
Or PFortins ruſmes vn his Sword to join we. 
Her Imprecations teach not to the Tomo 
— — not out Society in Death —— —- 
But Hah { She moves Life wanders up and down, 
Through all her Face, and Tights up every Charm. 
Luc. O Purtius, was this well to frown on Her 
That lives upon thy Smiles 7 w call m Doubr 
The Faith of one expiring at thy Feet, 5 
That loves thee mrte than every Woum⁊u lov'd s? 
— What do tay? My talf recover'd Senſe 
Forpers the Vow in which my Soul is bond. 


Deſiruttions Rands betwixe us / We muſt pire. * 


Fr Ni — not the Word, my frighted Thoughts 
tun back, | 

And ſtartle into Madnefs at the Sound. 

Luc. What wow dſt thou have me do? Confider w 
The Train ot Ills our Love wou'd draw behind it. 
Think, Poytias, think, thon ſeeſt thy dying Brother 
Scabb'd at his Heart, and all beſtnear d dit Blood, 
Storming ⁊t Heav'n and rhee / Ty aw fut Sire 
Srernly demands the Cauſe, th*accurfed Cauſe, 


That robbs him of his 294 poor Marcia trembles, 
4 . 


Then 
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Then tears her Hair and frantick in her Grief 
Calls out on Txcia / What cou'd Lucia antwer ? 
Or how ſtand up in ſuch a Scene of Sorrow / - 

Port. To my Confuſion, and Exenal Grief, 
T muſt approve the Sentence thit deſtroys me 
The Miſt, that hung about my Mind, clears up; 
And now, athwart the Terrors that thy Vow 
Has planted round thee, tho aprear'ſt more fair, 
More amiable, and riſeſt in thy Charms. 
Loveixſtof Women / Heav'a is in thy Soul, 
Bauwry and Virtue ſhine fer ever round thee. 
Erighr'ning each other! Thou arr all Diviae ! 

Lic Porting, no more! thy Words ſhoot thro' my 

Heart, J 
Niet my Reſolves, and turn me all to Love. 
Why axe thoſe Tears of Fandaets in thy Eyes? {row 
Why heaves tl. y Heart? Why ſwelk thy Soul with Sor. 
I tottens me to much - Farewell my For ria, N 
Fatewell, tho“ Death is in the Word, For ever“ 
Fort. Stay Lucia, ſtay / What doſt thou ſay? Kor- ever? 

Inc Have I not ſworn? If Partins thy Succtizy Rö 
Muft throw thy Brother on his Fate, Farewell, 
Ob how fhall repeat the Words For ever/ 

Urt. Thus Oer che dying lamp th unſicady blame 
Hangs quiv'ring on à boint, leaps off by Fits 
And falls again, as loꝛth to quit its ho d nel 
Thou muſt not go, my Soul ſtil} hovers o'er thee, 


And can't get loole. 


Lic If che firm Portivs ſhake | 
To-hear of Parting think what Lvci« ſuffers / 
Pare, Tis true; unruffled and ſcrene i've met 
Thee Accidents of Lite, but here 
Such an un oo for Storm of 41s falls om me. 
It beats down all my Strength. I canaot beer it. 
Me muſt not part. | | | 
Luc. Whagz.doſt'ſt thou ſay ? Not part ?: 


| Haſt 
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Haſt thou forgot the Vow that | Have made? 
Are there not Heavens, and Gods, and T Runder, o <0 


gut fee / thy Brother Meas bends thy s Way | 4 


I'ficken at the Sight. Once more, Farewell, 
Farewell,ard know thou wrong t me, if thou chind'ſt 


Ever was Love, or ever Grief, like mine. "(Exit 
** E n & r 
S C. E N E. III. 
L 
Marcus, Portius- 
Mare. Por tins, what Hopes? How ſands She? am 
doom'd 
To Lite or Death * > 924 


Part. What would'ſt t hou haves me ** 4 


-.* Marc, What means this penſtve Poſture? rhowappeanſt 


Like dne amazed and cerrified, 
Port, I've Reaſon... - . © FThovghts- 
Marc, Thy down caſt 8 and thy diſordet d- 
Tell me my Fate. I ask not the Succeſs 
My Cauſe has found. 
Port, I'm griev'd | undertook i it. 
Muc. What? dos the barbrousMaidifſut my Heate” 
1 aking Heart / and tt iumph in my Pain: 
t I cou'd caſt her from For-ever ? 
by Away / you're too ſuſpicious in your Grief, ; 
Luciz, though ſworn never to think of Love © 


Compaſſionates your Pains, and pities you, Ty 


Marc. Compallionares my Pains, and pines mc ! 
What is Compaſſion when tis void of Love r. 
Fool that T was to chuſe {6 cold à Friend ' + 7 
To urge my Cauſe / Compatſionares my aim? 
Pi'ythee what Art, what Rhet'rick didit chou afe 
To d gain is mighuy Boo? She Fries me 
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To one that asks the warm Returns of Love, 
Compaſſion's Cruelty, 'tis Scorn, tis Death 
Fart. Marcus;no more! have I deſerved thisTrearment? - 
Marc. What have I ſaid! O Porting, O forgive me- 
A Soul exaſp'rated in Ills falls out 
With ev'ry thing, its Friend, its ſelf But hah / 
What means that Shout, big wich the Sounds of War? 
Mhat new Alarm? | | 
Port. Aﬀecond, loader yet, | 
Swelk in the Winds, and comes more full upon rs. 
Marc. Oh, for ſome-glorious Cauſe to fall in Battel! 
Lacia, tho haſt undone me / thy Diſdain 
Has broke my Heart :: tis Death muſt give me Eaſe. 
Fut, -Quick; let us hence; who knows it Cate Life - 
Stand ſure? O Maris, I am warm'd, my Heart 
Leaps at the Trumper's, Voice and burns for ry 
| _ {| Exit, 


p | | / | S C E N E. IV. 
Pp 1 Enter Sempronius with the Lender of the Mutiny. 


Semp. At length the Winds are rais'd, che Storm blows . . 
high, 2 ; 
Be it your Care, my Friends, to keep it up 


Till it has. ſpent it felt on Cato's Hend. 


1 
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Sempronius is as brave a Man as Ct. 9 | 
But heark / he Enters, ., Bear up bo!dly, to him; 
Be ſure you beat him don, bind him faſt, 
This Day will end our Toils, and give A 
Feat pothing,. for Semproning-13 dur Friend 
3 Nas. o n TIES 
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NANNY 
SCENE 9 eee 
Enter Cato Semproniis, Lucius, Portits, and Mitchs, 


Crto.” Where are theſe bold intrepid Sons of Wars 
That greatly run their Bicks'uponthe Foe, 
And to their General ſend brave Defjance® + 
Semp"Curie on their 'Daſtard Souls, th hoe 

thus 2 c 


* 


aſfoniſh'd 7 © 1. 

Cats, Perfidions Men“ 10 vill yen 

Your paſt Exploits, and ſuſly'a ſt yur Wars? - _ 

Do you confeſs twas nor 1 Zea! 

Nor Love of Liberty, nor Thirſt of Honour, ; 

Drew you thus fat ; but Hopes'to fharethe Spoit _ 

Of*conquer'd Towns, add plundet'd Provinces? 

Fired with ſuch Motives you do well to join 

Wirk cuts Foes, and follow Ceſarr Banners, 

Why did I ſcape ch md Alpic's Rage, 

And all the fiery Monſters of the Deſart, 

To ſee this Day 2 Why cow! nor Caro fall 

Wichout your Guilt? Behol& angrateful Men, 

Be hold my Boſom naked to your Swords, 

And let the Man that's mjured ſtrike che Blow. 

Which of vou all ſuſpects that he is wrong d. * 

Ot thinks Slufters g reuter "Ms than Ceo; 

Am I diſtioguſ'd 755 yoi'bur by Toils _ 

Superior Toils, and heavier Weight of Cure? 

TOE em e * 

mp. eav*ns droop 

Confufjen'to the Villains All is foſt. „E 
cut Have you forgotten Lyss burning W 

Its barxetr Roc ge pigs Earth, and Hills of Sand, 
ON, all irs Brogth of Poiſon Shs 


hs 
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Mbo vas che fiiſt co explore th untrodden kack. 5. 


When Ute ws hararded in ev ry Step? 


Or, fainting in the long labor ious March, 

When on the Banks of an-unlook'd-for Stream 

Ton ſunk the River with repeated Draughrs; . * 

Who was the laſt in all your Holt that thirſted ? 
S$-mp If ſome penurious Seurce by chance appear dy 

Scanty of Waters, when you ſcoop'd it dry, 

And offez*d the full Helmet up toCato- 


Did he nor daſh th' untaſted Moiſture from him ; 


Did not he lead you through the Mid-day Sun, 
And Clouds of Duſt 2 Did not his Temples glow 
In the ſame ſultry Winds, and ſcorching Heats? 
Cato, Hence worthleſs Men! Hence / and complain 
to- Cæſar 
Von could not undetgo the Toils of War, 
Nor bear the Hardſhips that your Leader bote. 

Luc. See, Cato; ſee th unhappy Men! they weep / 
Fear, aud Reworle, and Carfos for. their Crime, 
Appeat im ev ry Look, and plead for Mercy. 

Cato. Leatn to be honeſt Men, give up your Leaders, 
And Pardon fhall deſcend on all the r 

Ser Cato, commit theſe Wrete hes to my Care. 

Firſt let them each be broken on the Rack 
Then, with what Life remains, impaled and left 
To writhe at Leiſure round the bſpody Stake, 
There let chem hang, and taint the Sourhern..Wind. 
The Parrners of their Crime will learn Obedience, 
W hen<hey-look up and ſee their Fellow-Traitors.. 
Stuck on a Fork, and black' _—_ the Sun. 

Luc S:mpronius, why, why.wilt thou urge the fate 
ot avretched Men? \ 

Smp. How / would'ft thou clear Rebellon 7. .. 
Lucius, (good Man) pities the poor Offenders 
Thar would imbrue their Hands in Care's Blogd. _ 

C43 . Fotbear, S'mpronjus —sce they ſuffet * 0 

yr 
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Eut n their Deaths remember they ate Men 
Strain not the Laws ro make their Tortureggrievous.. 
Lucius, the baſe degen'rare Age requires 
Severity and Jwftice in its Rigour ; 
This awes an impious, bold, offending World, 
Commands Obedienee, and gives Force to Laws, 
When by juſt Vengeance guilty Mortals periſh, 
The Gods behold their Punithmenrt with Pleaſure, 
And lay th' unlifred Thunder. bolt aftde. 
_ _ Semp. Cato, 1 execute thy Will with Feaſure. 
Sito. Mean- while well ſacriſice to Liberey, 
Remember, O my Friends, the Laws, the Rights, 
The gen'rous Plan of Power deliver'd down, 
From Age to Age, by your renown'd Forefathers, 
(50 dearly bought, the Price of ſo much Blood 
O. let it never periſh. in your Hands 
But piouſly rrantmir it ro your Children 
Do thou, great Liberty, inſpite our Souls, 
And make our Lives in thy Poſleſſion happy; 
Ot our Deaths glor ions in tliy juſt Defence: { Exe Cato 
Serre err Se 
S CE N E. VI. | 
Se mprottius and the Leaders ef the. Mating, - 


1 Lead Sempronins, you have ated like your Self, 
One won' d have * you had been half in Earneſt 
emp. Villia n, ſtand off baſe growing worthlen Wretch 
| Mongrils in Faction, poor faint-hearted Traitory Jes 
Ke” 2 Lend, Nay, now*you carry it too far,” Sempronins: 
Throw off rhe-Mavk, there are none here but Friends 
Sp Know, Villians, when ſuch paltry Slaves preſume - 
To mix in Treaſon, if the Plot ſuccecds. 
* They're thrown neglected by > Bur if ſe fais, 
A They re ſure to die like Doge, as youlhall * 

* ere 


— — 


Leaſt wi 
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Here, take theſe factious Monſters, dragg em forth R 


To ſudden Death. 
Enter Guards. 


1. Lead. Nay, fince it comes to this 
Semp. Di(p:rch em Quick; bur firſt pluck out their 
Tongues, | 
ch their dying Ereath they ſow Sed ition. 
(Ereunt Guards with the Leaders. 


Syphax and Sempronius - 


Sb. Out firſt Deſign,my Friend has prov'd abortive; 

Still there remains an After-game to play: 
My Troops are mounted; their 'Numidian Stec ds 
Snuff up the Wind,” and long to ſcow'r the Deſart: 
Let but Sempronms head us in our Flight, | 
We'll force the Gate where Marcus keeps his Guard, 
And hew down all chat would oppoſe our Paſſage, —- 
A Day will bring us inroCeſar's Camp. 

Semp. Confuſion I have fail'd of half my Purpoſe. -- 
Marcia, the charming M-rcia's left behind? 

Spb. How? will Senpronius turn a Woman Slave / 

Semp.. Think not thy Friend can ever feel the ſoft - 


Unmanly Warmth, and tenderneſs of Love. 


x, I long to claſp that haughty Maid, 


Sypha i 
And bend her ſtubborn Virtue to my Faſſiom: 


When I have gone thus far, Fd caſt her off. | 
Spb. Well ſaid / that's ſpoken like thy ſelf, Sempro- 
What hinders then, but that thou find her out, (uin. 
And hurry her away by manly Force? 
5: mp, Bug how to gaig Admiſſion ? For Acceſs 1 


# = 
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Isigiven to none but Jula, and her Rrothers. 
Sb. The u thalt have bas Dre, and FJnba'sGuards: 
Ile Dcors will open, when Numidi.'s Prince 
Seems to appear before the Slaves, that watch them. 
Smp. Heav ns hat a Thoughts chere! Marcia's my 
oon! i 
How will my Boſom ſwell wich anxious Joy; 
W hen | behold her firuggling in my Arms, 
W ich glowing Beauty, aud diforder'd Charms, 
While Fcar and Anger, with alternate Grace: 
Pant in her Breaſt, and vary in her Face / 
So Pinto, ſeiz d of Proſerpine, convey'd 4 
To Hell's tremendous Gloom th atfrighred Mai 
There grumly fmil'd, pleas d with the beauteous Prize 
Nor envy d Jove his Sun ſhine and his Skies. ö 


End of the Third Ad. 
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T IV. SCREEN I. 


Lucia and Marcia. 


L914. 


OW tell me, Marcia, tell me from thy Sov], - 
If thou believ'ft tis poſſible for Woman 
To ſufter greater Illis than Lucia fuffers ? 

Marc.' O Lucir, Id, might my Weſwoln Heart 
Vent all irs Griets, and give a Looſe to Sorrow: 
Marcia cou'd anſwer thee in Sighs, keep Pace 
Wich all thy Woes, and count out Tear for Tear 

Lac. I know thowart doom'd alike to be belov'd 
By 7ubs, and thy Father's Friend Simpronins ; 

4 Bur whichof theſe has Pow'r to charm Itke Port ius 
5 Marc, Still mi ſt I beg thee not to name Semproniug 
. Licia, Ilike not that loud boiſt'rous Man; 

Juhu to all the Brav'ry of a Heroe 

Adds ſofte ſt Love, and more than Female Sweetneſs; 

Jula might make t he proudeſt of our Sex, 

Any of Woman-kind, but Agercia happy. | 

Luc And why not Mircia ?” Come, you ſtrive in vain * 

Io hide your Thovghts from one, who knows too well 

The inward Gloiwings of a Heart in Love. 

Merc. While Cato lives, his Daughter has no Right 
To love or hate, bur has his Choice directs. 
Inc. But ſhou'd this Father give you to Sempronius? 
Marc. 1 dare not think he will: But if he ſhou'd -* 
Why wilt thcu add to all the Griefs I ſuffer 
Imaginary Ills, and fancy'd Tortures- ? 


— 


— 


PP i ones 
T hear the Sound of Feet! they march this Way! 
Let us retire, and ry if we can droivn — 


Each ſofter Thought in Senſe of prefenc Danger. 

u hen Love once pleads Admiſſion to out Hearts 
In ſpight of all the Virtue we can boaſt) | 
The Woman that Deliberates is loſt. [ Exeunt, 


ELREREL lee 


SCENE U. 

Enter Semyronius, drefs'd lite Juba, with Numician 
| [ Guards. 

Semp. The Deer is lodg' d, l've trackt her to her Covert 

Be ſure you mind che Word, and when I give it, 


Ruſhin at once, and ſeize upon your Prey. +. +. +... 
Let not her Crieser Tears have Force to move you 


— How will the young Numidian rave, to ſee 

His Miſtreſs loſt ? If anghr cou'd glad my Soul, 
Reyond rh'Enjoyment of ſo bright a Prize, 
Twou' d be to torture that young gay Babarian. 

But heatk, what Noi ſe/ Death to my hopes tis he, 
Tis Jaba's ſelf / there is but one Way leit 
He muſt be murder'd, and a Paflage cut 


+, rremble / 


Or att like Men, or by your azure Heav'n—— 


Enter ]aka, N 
Jud. What do l ſee + Who's this that dares uſrup. 
The Gua ds and Habit of N, midia's Prinee 2? 
Semp. One that was bornto ſcour ethy Arrogance, 
Freſumptuous Youth / 
- Jus, M hat can this mean? Sempronius- / : 
amp. My Sword ſhall anſwet thee; Have at thy 
Heart. AS | 
Jul 
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Jul. Nay, then beware thy own, proud, barbarous 
Semp. falls. His guzrd ſurrender. Man! 
emp Curſeon my Sta-s / Am I then doom d to fall 
a Boy's Hand ? disfigur'd ina vile 
midi Dreſs, and for 2 worthleſs Woman 
Gods. I'm diſtracted / This my cloſe ot Life / 
O for a Peal of Thunder that wou'd make 
Earth, Sea, aud Air and Heav'n,&Cato tremble! [ Dies. 
5 Wich what a Spring his furious Soul broke looſe 
And left the Limbs ſtill quiv'ring on the Ground / 
Hence let us carry off thoſe Slaves to Cato, | 
That we may there at length unravel all 


This dark Deſign, this Myſtery of Fate. 
4 Exit Juba with Priſoners, &c. 


$22222222222222222222222322 
SCENE II. 


Enter Lucia and Marcia. 


Tuc. Sure 't vas the Claſh of Swords ; my troubled 
Is fo caſt dowa, and ſunk amidſt irs Sorrows { Heart 
It thro5s with Fear, and ates atev'ry Sound 
O uli, ſhould thy Brothers or my Sake / — 

I dic away with Horror at the T hooghr, Musder / 
Mirc. Sce, Lucia, fee / here's Blood / here's Blood and 

Hah, a Numidian / Heav'ns preſerve the Prince: 

The F:ce hes muffled up with'n the Garment. 

Bit huh / Death co my Sighr / 2 Diadem 

And Purple Robes / O Gods, tis he, tis he“ 

Jubu, the lovelieſt Youth that ever warm'd 

A Virgin's Heart, «64 lies dead before us | 

Luc. Now, Mercia, now call up to thy Aſſiſtance 
Thy woated Strength and Conſtancy of Mind; 
Thou can'ſt not pur it to a greater Tryal. 


Mirc, 
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Mare. Luc look there, and wonder ar my Patience 
Have I not cauſe to rave, and beat my Breaſt 
To rend my Heart wich Grief and run diſtracted / 
Lie What can I think or ſay to give thee Comfort? 
Mare. Talk not of Comfort, tis for Tghrer IId: 


Behold à Sight, that ſtrikes all Comfort dead. 


| Enter Jubg liſtning. - 
I will indulge my Sorrows, and give way 
To all the Pangs and Fury of Deſpair, | 
That Man; that beſt of Men, deſerv'd it from me. 
«5, What do I hear 2 and was the falſe Sempronius 
That beſt of Men? O,had 1 falln like bim, 
And cou'd have thus been mo: rn'd,1 had been happy/ 
Exc, Here will I ftand. Companion in thy Wees, 
And help thee with my Tears; when I behold 
A loſs like thine, I half ſorget my o n. 
Marc, Tis not in Fate to eaſe my tortur d Breaſt. 
This empty World to me 2 joy leſs Deſart, 
Has nothing left ro make poor Airtia happy. 
Jud 'm on the Rack /- was he ſo near her Heart? 
Arc. Oh he was all made up of Love and Charms, 
M hatever Maid cou'd wiſh, or Man admire: 
Delight of ev'ry Eye / when he appear d 
A ſecrer Plea ure gladned all that faw him; 
But when he ta, the proudeſt Ria bluſn d 
To hear his Virtucs, and old Age grew wiſe 
Fab, I ſhall run Mad 
Mic. O wa! Jia! Fu'a! | 
Jab. What means that Voce? did ſhenotcall on Ju? 
Mirc Why do I think on what he was hes dead 
He's dead and never knew how much I loved him 
Lucia, who knows but his p or biceding Heart, 
Amidſt it: Agonies, remember'd Mercia | 
And the laſt Words he utrer'dcalld me Cruel/ 
Al, he knew noc_ hapleſs. Yourh, he knew nor 
Mircius 


% 
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Itercia's whole Sor l was full af Love and Juba 2 - 
Tub, Where am I! dol live“ or aml indeed 


What Mircia thinks / all is Eliſium round me / 


- Mare: Le dear Remains of the woſt lov'd of Men“ 

Nor Modeſty nor Virtue here forbid 

A laſt Embrace, while thus | 
Jub. See, Mircia, ſee, | Throwing bim elf before her. 

The happy i Hves! he lives to catch | 

That dear Embrace, and to return it too 


Wich Mutual Warmth and Eagerneſs of Love. 


Mare. With Pleaſure and Amate, I ſtand tranſported 
Sure tis a Dream! Dead and Alive at once 
If thou art Juba, who lies there ? 
Jab, A Wretch | 
Diſguiſed like Juba on a curs'd Deſign 
The Tale is long, nor have I heard I it out 
Thy Father knows it all. I could not bear 
To leave thee in the Neighbourhood of Death. 
But few, in al! che haſte of Love to nd rhee 
found thee wer ping, and confeſs thi once, 
Am wrapp'd: with Joy to ſce my M cas Tears. 
Arc. Lve been turprized in an uaguarded Hour, 
But muſt now go back: The Love that lay 


. Half ſmother'd in my Breaſt, ha- broke through all 


Its weak Reſtraints, z burns in irs full Luſtre; 
1 cannot, if l wow'd;” conecal ir-rrem: thee 
Fub, I'm loſt in Ecſtafie / and doſt thou Love, 

Thou charming Maid? 
Marc. And doſt thou live to ask ic ? 
Fub. This, this Lite indeed / Liſe worth preſeving 
Such Life as Jula never felt till now / 
Marc, Be jeve me Prince,betore | thought thee dead 
I Did not know my felt how much | lov'd thee. 
7nb, O formunare Viſtake / bit 
Marc. O happy Ac, 
Jb. My Joy / my beſt Reloved / my only Wiſh / 
How 


* * 
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How ſhall I ſpeak the Tranſporr' of my Soul / 
Marc. Lucia, thy Arm / Oh let me reſt upon it 

The Vital Blood, that had forſook my Heart, 

Returns again in ſuch tumultuors Tides | 1/1 


It quite o ercomes me. Lead to my Apartment — | 


O Prince / I blultrothink-whar I have ſaid 
Bur Fate has wreſted the Conteſſion from me; 
Go on and proſper in the Paths of Honour, 
Thy Virtue will excuſe my Paſſion for thee, - 
And make the Gods propitious to our Love. 
{ Ex. Marc. an1Luc 
Jab. Lam fo bleſs d, I fear tis all a Dream 
Fortune, thou now. haſt ma de amends for all 
Thy paſt Vakindacfs.: Labſolve my Stars. 
What tho' Numidia add her conquer d Towns 
And -Rrovinces to ſwell. che Victor's Triumph? 
will never at his Fate repine; 
Ceſar have the Worid, if Marcia's mine. {Exit 
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SCENE TR 
A March at a Diſtance. a 
Enter Cato and Lucius 16 in 


Luc. 1 ſtand aſtoniſhe / What the bold Sempronins + 


Thar ſtill broke foremoſtthrough the Crowdof Patriots 
As with a Hurricaue of Zeal rranſported, 
And Virtuous ev'n to Madneſs .-. 
Cato, T caſt me, Lucius, Dn YR 
Our civil Diſcards have produced ſuch Crimes, . 
Such mohſtrous Crimes, I am ſurpriſed at nothing. 
oO Lucius, 1 am fick of this bad, World! 
The Day-light and che Sun grow painful to Me. 


Enter 
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Euter Portius. 


But ſee where Fortins comes / what means thi: Haſte? 
Why are thy Looks thus changed ? 
Port. My Heart 15 griev'd, 
1 bring ſuch News as will afflict my Father. 
Cato Has Ceſar ſhed more Roman Blood? 
Port. Not fo. 0 : 
The Traytor Sphax,.as within the Square 
He exerciſed his Tr-ops, the _ given 
Flew off at once with his Namidian Horſe 
To the South Gate. where Marcis holds the Watch. 
I ſaw, and call'd to ſtop him, but in vain, | 
He toſt his Arm aloft, and proudly told me, 
He would not ſtay and periſh like Sempronins. 

Cato, Perfidious Men / Bur haſte my Son and ſee 
Thy Brother Mo as acts a Roman Part. ¶ Exit Portius 
Leia, the Torrent bears roo hard upon me: 
Juſtice gives way to Force: the conquer d World 
Is Ceſar s: Cate has no Bnſineſs in it 

Inc. While ride, Oppreſſion, and Injuſtice reign 
The World will ſtill demand her Cato's Preſence, 

In Pity to Mankind, ſubmit to Ceſar 
And reconcile thy mighty Soul to Life 
Cato. Would Lacius have me Live co ſwell the Number 
Of Ceſar's Slaves or by a baſe Submiſſion 
Give up the Cauſe of Rome, and pwn a Tyrant? 

Luc, The Victor never will impoſe on Cate 
Ungen'rous Terms. His Enemies confeſs 
The Virtues of Humanity ate cæſar s. 

Cato. Curſe, on his , irtues , They've undone his 
Such Yapular Humsaity is Treaſon {Sgunry. 
Bur fee young the good Youth appears 
Full of the Guilt of his perfidious Subjects, 

Ine. Alas, poor Prince/ his 

TT Enter 


Face deſerves Compaſſion 
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? Thou haſt a Roman Soul. 


CAI. 0. 71 


Enter Juba. 


Fab, I bluſh, and am confounded to appear 

Betore thy Preſence, Cato. | 
Cato, Whar's thy Crime ? 
Tub, I'm a Numidian. 
Cato, And above one too, 


- 


t 


5, Haſt thou not heard 

Of my falſe Countrymen ? 

Cato, Alas, 92 ing Prince, | 

Falſcſhood and Fraud ſhoot up in ev'ry Soil, 

The product of all. Climes —— Rome has its Ce/ars. 
Fab. *'Tis gen'rous thus to comfort the Diſtreſs d. 
Cate. Tia juſt ro give Applauſe where "tis deſery'd 

Thy Virtue, Frince, has ſtood the Teſt of Fortune. 

Like pureſt Gold, chat, tortur'd in the Furnace, | 

Comes out more bright, and brings forth all its Weight. 
Jub, What ſhall L anſwer thee ; my raviſh'd Heart 


Oerflows with ſecret Joy: I'd rather gain 


Thy Praiſe, O Cats, than Numidias Empire. 
06H) 1.7 Re-enter Portius. + (od! 
Fort. Misforrune on Misforrune / Grief on Grief? / 
My Brother r by 
Cato. Hah! what has he done? 
Has he ſorſook his Poſt ? has he givin Way? 
Did he look ramely on, and let 'em paſs ? 


Part, Scdrce had I left my Father, but 1 mer him 5 


Born on the Shields of his ſurviving Soldiers, 


El 


Breathleſs and pale, and cover'd ver with Wounds, [1 


„at the Head of his few faithful Friends, 
He the ſhock of the who e Holt of Foes. 
Till obſtinately brave, and bent on Death, 
Oppreſt with Multitudes, "he greatly fell. 
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Pat Nor did he fall before 
His Sword had pierc'd thre* the falſe Heart of Syphix, 
Yonder he lies. I ſaw the hoary Traytor 
Grin in the Pangs of Death, and bite the Ground 
Cato T hanks to the Gods / my Bay has done his Dury 
—Portius, when I am dead, be ſure thou place 
His Urne near-mine | 
Prt, Long may they keep aſunder / 
Luc. O Cato, arm thy Soul with all its Patience; 
See where the Corps of thy dead Son approaches! 
The Citizens and Senators alarm'd, 
Have gather'd round it, and attend it weeping, 


Caro meeting the Cirps, 


Ceto, Welcome my Sou / Here lay him down, my 
Friends, | in 1 
Full in my Sight that I may view at leiſure 
The bloody Goa rſe, and count thoſe glorious Wounds | 
— How beautiful is Death, when end by Virtuc / 
Whey would not be that Youth, what Pity is it 
T hat we can die but Orice to ſerve our Country 777,  4- 
— W hy ſits this Sadneſs on your Brows, my Friends ? 
I ſhould have bluſh'd-if Cato's Houſe had ſtood 
Secure, and flouriſh'd in a Civil War 
— Portins, behold thy Brother and rememben 
Thy Life is not thy own, when Rome demands it. 
wb, Was ever Man like this “ A., 
Cato. Alas my Friend. 
W hy mourn you chus ?, Let not 4 prime, Lac 
afflict your Hearts Tig Rome (requazes our Ler- 
The Miſtreſs of the World, the Seat.of Empire, 


#4 


That humbled the proud Tyramts of the Earth. 

And ſet the Nations free Rome is no more 

O Literry O Virtne“ O my Country / 
Jub. Behold that upright Man“ Rome fills. his Eyes 
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Wich Tears, that fo d nok Wer Nis own dead 
1235) 11644 3h 7 \. ng it gat ward (abt LV. 
Cato. Whate' te the Roman Vintue ug ſabded” +»! 1 
The'Sut's whole Courſe; te Dayand Y . 
For him the ſelf-devoẽ,d Din, e e 
The Fabii fell, aud che — am 11 
Ev'n Pompey fought for:Ceſer- ,OhiyFrietidey: © 
How is the Teil of Fune, che Work uf Agen. 
The Roman Empire fan O curſt Ambition 
Fall'n into Ceſar Maud , OurigreanFore-fathers 1 
Had left him nought 0 r 
Fub. While Cate lives; Ceſa will bla rd ſee>!r > 
Mankind enflayad, and be athamedof:Empires >! 
Cato. Cæſar alhamed + Has pot he ſaen FD 41 1" 
Lic Ce, rie Time thou ſiechyiſrito nd, u 
Cato, Loſe not a Thonght on me. lm ont ot Da 
Heu v'n will not leave me in the vVictors Hal. 
345 — — —— on i v7 
But oh # my Friends, your» Safety fills my Meare +11 4 
With anxious Thewghts;” 2:thouſand — — 
Kiſe in my Soul: Ho ſhall I ſave my - Frieda? 
Tis go, O Ceſar, I begin to far ther 1 
 Zuce Ce has Mercy, I nb it uf nn 
Cato. Then aK ir, I-conjurt n! let im nf 
W hate'er was done againſt himg Cu did id l 
Add, it von gleaſe, that I requeſt ix oi him 52-4 4 
That Lady elf, with Tears, requeſt it of hi 
The. Virma of my Friends ame nn | AT 
Fu Heart ia roubled dr thy Sake, c 
Sheuld Lad viſetheetaneg n ne, on 
Or ſeck che Conqueror Hooanils' H aH od 
Are. 221 ee yd 9 or 
W ng — ——— Kt 2 
Cato, Thy Virtues, Prince, if I foreſee ariottt 
Win one Day make thee Great 3 ar — nk oY 
Twill be 89 Crime do bare bea pF end. 
D nin 
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brtiug, draw near / My Son / thou oft haſt ſeen 
Thy Sire imm e6xwupric>/Sravey nc! 7 Þc1 
Wreſtling with Vice ant Faction: — ſee ſt me 
Spent, — deſpalriag of Sate ;;, 
Let me advaſerhee ea gerreartbecimts:. [12k 
To thy Eterna Sed, the abies Fi 
Where the great Cenfay toibd with Wien Hands, 
And all our-tugalAnceſtotywizerbied nit 7 


In humble Varmes; and Rurab Uife, ti 00 7 
T here live retirxi pray for the Pegeerof Rome, 4 
Coment Thy It ed be Obſcurehy good) 2:17 // 


When Vice prevdils, and impious fem oped 
Tl Poſt of Honour is wprivice'Srarion - 

Pars I hope, mν ter does not . 
A Kiſt to fm, that hen himftf ++"; 

Cato. Fatewel, my Friends / if there be any of you 
— — ſth ce N my cee, 
Know! re prepared by my d 
[Sails Already op ning to the Wind): is £1 
That ball convey: you to the viſtati fot rtr 10 
K there augheeiiemy Friends, I can dofar:you ? 
T he Conqueror: draus near Out more Barewel / 
It er we theet hereafter, e ͤſhall meer 2 
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In happier Chaes,) and on a ſaferShore, 

Where Oye . ——— i D 
They Yourts Lovewof Vireue =, 
Shall ꝙ— —-„V— there 


(Who — the Welfave-of:. tru hin-Care) iv 
Tho' ill, by Faftion, Vice,-and creſt? 
* labour wagtior holt EMA 


1 2 1 m yur 4 
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Cato ſölus, Fs n 4 4670 Pilture « 
lu hier Plato, Book, ow rhe Imma 
e ofr ther: Souls" I bn ' Sword Woe 
7 71 884 11997 12 E; 
Towbte by, "him." 40 845 Mrs — ICH qo muy: 
T man de ſp-- en tho fes fp wN 4. 
| Elſe whence Yhis plat i Hope, thts ad Defre. 
This oaging'afrei Lmitiorts or decir” aj 
Or ether thiz'feeret Dread, 932 inward Heron, = 
Of falling Imo Nobght?* Why thrinks the 5 * 
Back on herſeff un TAN r Beſtrüctinn 
'T45:the Di may dat ſtisatithau mm: 
'Tis Heav'n it 4:55 that points put ani Hereafrer 
And iacimares Exkrnity to Malt, 
Eccrnity { thou pleating Greaſy al. 
Through what Varier/ of yd Being 
T hrovgh what new Scerites 8. Saut we w j 
The vide th unbounded Froſpedt, lies kette me I 


Bur Shaddow ad Narkneſs reff 
Here wü 1 ho OY ends: r 4 Reis 
And that there is all Naturecries aJoud ; 7g 
hrough.all her Wark: N Je, muſt acligh Ye 
And hat which he Jet a, milk be 58 | 
ur when or where /= This Wl 7775 {bride 
Fm weary of Scheer Wl 
Ting 91s * 
Thus am I doubty ab WH "Ny Veith N 5 mk 
My Bane and Antidote are bork me: * : cg 
vonn 18 


This in a Moment driiigs me td 40 Eil Wh, 
$97 atT 
2 14% 12137 e N ax The 
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But chis inform me MY) never e qe. 
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- NN th 
36 CA TO: 
Foul, FG. his Exiſtence, ies 
the. drawn Dagger, and/defics ies ont: 
Thees * fade away the Sun himſelf, 
Grow. Aim with Age, and Nature fink4n Years - 
But thou ſhalt, flouriſh in immortal! Youth 
Unhurt amidſt the Wir of Elements. 
The werks of Matter, and the Cruſh bf Worlds. 
Wbat means this Hedvineſs that hangs vp>n mie * 
This Lethargy that ereeps throvgh all ny Senſes \/ 
Nature oppreſs'd, and harafs'd our with Care, 
Staks down to Reſt This once Vilfayour n 1 
Eros BALOLAY waken'd Son! may rake, her light 

in alf her Strength and freſh, with Life, 
= n Of cing tor Heav'a,, Let Guilt ot Fear 
Diſfurþ Man' Reſt x; Care, knows neicher of em, 
Indiff rent in xis Chojce to ſſeap ht die | 


ett tts 
"SCENE III. 


Cato Portius. 
Cc. Bur han how's this, my Son ? Why this Incrufion 
Were ror my Orders thit 1 would be . 4 | 
Why am bs 91. Fatt A 
Pert, $, my Fat 

Whit M68; this. Sword ? "this jranent of peath 
Let me convey, ig hefice. 

149. Rain, Yourh forbcas tran 

. O let the Pray'rs nete pte Filends 
T bear Tears, their common Dunger, wreſt it from you 

Catg, Wou' 100 chou betray me? Wou'dſt thou give me 

A Slave, a aptive, into Ceſars Hands? up 
Retire, and.learn Arcen Father, ji "baſe 


Or know, dung Man 15 
hort, Lon not thys Merce 

Yeu know Td father die thin diſobe ee * 
Cato, Tis well / again Tm Maſter of my felt. 


Now, Ceſar, let thy Troops beſet our Gates 


+ 


Ie er aft all y Be hor 


Thoughts full $f Peace, He has diſpatcht me bene 


GTO 77 
Ang bare each Avene, thy gath'ring Flects 
O'erſpread che Sea, and ſiop up every Fort y 4 
C:te ſhall open to himſelf a e. % Baues 
And mock Thy Hopes 85 70270! / " 
Port. O,. Sir, — your Son. 
Whoſe Grief 5 orgne Jour on him / 0 my Fact 
How am I 8 it is not the laſt Time 


- 0 
» Ma 4.4 


O be not angry with me whilſt I weep, 
And, in the Angaiſh of my Hears, beſecch you 
To quit the dreadful of your Soul 


_ Cato, T hay baſt heeneve r good 2 — dutiſul. 


; EtSr Atei Sims 
Weep not; iy $64 "Alt in a * 


The righteous Gods, whom 1 have co Pleaſe 
will ſaccaut Cato and La, flis es ; WA 


Port.Y our Wore ds 32 — 
Cato. Portis, N — i Camlorr my Candutt. 


Thy Eather, will no W HAt E im. 
Bat 6 my Sow, 4 ind e if Jug den 94 
af in s Frieti 158 them embarked," © 
rell ine * = r: inc Seas befriend chem. 
My Soul is quite weigh'd downwirh Care un asus 
The ſoft Refreſ ments bf a "Moments Sleep „ 
Pirt. My Thoughts are more at See Heart revives 


| | -- Porrius, 404 Mace, 9 
Part. O > pete O my Siſter, ſtill here's Hope 7 
Our Father win e away a Life 


So needfu] to us all. and t5'his Country-t © -- 
He is 'recired to Reſt ' and ſeems to (cheriſh- . 


With Orders, vel k * Mind eompeſed 
And Sa for Nie * Ls Friend, - 99 


- 


78 C. 


Marcia,cake care that none diſturb his Slumber. 
Atur. O ye immortal Powers, that guard the Ju 
Watch round his Couch, and ſoften” his Repoſe, 
Bann his Sorrows, and becalm his Soul 
With eafie Dreams, remember all his virtues 
And ſhow Nandkind that Goodnelſs/is' your Care, 


rns ag gta 
LOY. SNA da 
| bation Makoiarh >!) - 10 01 


. Where i OO Varel, "Mayeia, Where fs Cite? 
© Mare. Lncia, fpea k low, he. is rerired to reſt. 


dad I feel a — Ain Hope 
Riſe in my S "We 7 14 y tun. 
Lue. Alas, [ 8% When It + on Cato, 


ow : 


In-very, Vi View, in SAY wha tremble / Fr. 5 


Eato. is ſtern and. awful. as 

He knows, Bos, how. 10 wink at hamane Friiliy, 

Or, par dan Weaknels, that he never felr. 

Here | Though fern and awful to the Fpcof Yon 
He- in gll;Goodgeſs, Lucid ways mild, 

ſhonare, and, gentle ro his Friends. 


-Filf& wigh Domeſtick Tenderneß, the wy | 'T 


 Kindeſt Father“ I have ever foand him 
ave, and and dounreouwmy-Withes... - 
LD. Tis his Jonſent alone can make us lena. S 
'Marcia, we both are equally i nvoly'd © 
In the ſame intricate, Tory d, Diſtreſs. . 
The cruel Hand of Fate, cha has deſtroy d * 
Thy Brother Maas, whom we. both lament 
Marc, And evet ſhall lamenc, unhappy Youth/ “ 
Lac. Has ſet my Sou} at large, and now I ſtand 


Looſe ofmy Yow., But 1 8 


ſe of Pirtings, / 


Who knaws how the may d 
225 elt? 


. ©r:how he has dexermin'd 


Arc. Let him but hive} 5 — the feſſ to haves n. 
Nuten 


AF O. 79 
8 Cy Rho Enter Lucius. RN 
Lur. Sweet ate the Slumbers of the virtvous Man 
O. Mardia, 1 ha ve ſaen thy Godlixe Father : 
Some Fow'r inviſible ſupforrs his Soul, EOS 
And bears it up in all ics worged Gteatneſs. 
A kind refreſhing Sleep is fall'n upon him 
2 * 1 faw him ſtretcht at Eaſe, his Fancy ot 
Im pleafing Dreams; as | drew near his Couch, 
1 He ſmiled, and cry'd, Ceſar. thou canſt not hurt me. 
1 Marc. His mina ſtilllapours withſomedreadfulThoyght + 
r Luc. Lucia, why all this Grief,rheſe Floods of Sorzow 
t02 Dry up thy Tears, my Child, we all ate ſafe, ... 
While Cate lives His Preſence, will protect us. 
Enter Jota N f bas 
ba_Lucins,che Horſemen are return d from viewing 
The Numbet, Strength, and Poſture, of our Focs, 


6d Who now.cngamp Wulin a ſhorg Hours: March. 
4 On che.b h,Foinc, ofyor-bright, Weſtern Tower 4. 
ky e kenn them from a far, tes und de 1800 
- TY Pays encheir ſhining Ara and burniſh® Helmers, x 
ome, And covers all che k1eld. with Slams of Firc,.,, 


Lac. Marcia, tis time we ſhou N wake thy. Father 
Ceſar is fill difpoſed. to giveus Im, 


And waits at Diſtance till he hears om Cate. ... , 
een Poxtius, 
T5 Portius, thy Looks ſpeak; ſome hat of Importance - 
4. hu Tidiogs doſt chou bring ? mefhinks. L irg.. +. 


Unuſual Gladneſs ſparkling id chy Tier, 
Fort. As /F was haſting co the.Pogr,. where now « 


8 My Father'vFriends,| impatient fon f. Fallage, 
ente d ling ring Winds, a Salgttived., * _ 
4 ove From Ponpey's.Son, whothagughrae Reales of Spain 
Ip Calls aut ſor Yeageange on his Death... 


gh? Aa Tones tha bade Nation up 4@Arms,...; ( __ 
| Were Cato at their Head,ronce me ght Rome + -. 
Aſſer t her Righes, and claim beg iber). 
Butþeark / whar means cha & ? O give me way: - 
1: "Mx And 
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80 CAT O. 
And let me fly into my Father's Preſence, [ Exit 
Luc. Cato, amidit his Slumbers, thinks on Rome, 
And in the wild Diſorder of his Soul 
Mourns o'tr his Comtry ; Hah! 1 ſecond Groan / 
Heav'n guard vs all 
3 * not the voice | 
one who ſleeps / is ing pain 
Tis Death is in that bis. - 
Re-enter Port' ns, | | 
Port; O Sight of 'Wor 7 hin h nt 21 
O Murcia, hat we fear'd'is tome x0 paſs 
Cato is falyn uron Wis Spord l 
Lac. O Porting, © n 276 | 2 Ao 
Hide an the Horrors'of thy mournful Tale 
And let us gueſs the reſt. | 
Port Pe raw'd him up 
And placed him in his Chair; Mr air ak FAT 
He gaſps for Breath, und, as his Lift flows from him, 
Demands to Tee HisVbicpds. His weeping Servains,” 
Obſequigus to his Ofders, bear hin Nh Heier 
The Birk Scene peur and diſevvers Qui 
Marc. O Heavatift mein this ate dful Hour” n/ 
To pay the laft fad Duties to my Father. 
Jub. Theſe art thy Triumphs, thy Exploits O Ceſar 
Lc. now is Rome falPn indeed“ 
{Cats Ar in bi Chair. 
Cate, Here ſer me down 3 
Parti: come neat me are my Friends ecbarke- 
Can any chin be thought of; fot their — 
Whilit J yer liver let me not tive in vam 
—O lar, art thon here . hon urt Ute“ — 
Let ch is our Friendſhip live between our Children; 3 
Make Forriat happy in thy Daughter Lucia 
Alas Man,” he weeps! — Marie my Daughter — 
bend we forward / Jula loves thee; Marcia 


A-Schitior v8) Rim He Num furviveds to 2 
Hay gt hit 8 10 * Kings = 
F* _ nee 26h 
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e oo, 91 
Bus Ceſar s Arms have thrown down all Diſtjnction; 
Whoe' et is Brave ind Yirruqus is 2 Roman \ 
— I'm lick to act Phe Malt per loofe” * 
From this vain World, t Abode of girl 00 Sorrow! 


—— And yet hinks a Beam of Light breaks in 
On my departin ng, 5 Soul © Alas, I fear 
I ve been too haſty, O'ye is chat ſesre n L 


The Heart of Man, ant weigh hiy inward Thouzhes, 
If 1 have done amiſs, "Injpurs ſt hot en ot 
The beſt may Erre [4's g's 
Luc. There fied the Aken 80 hit ever warnen 
A Rm Breaſt; O Gato? O n Friend 
Thy Will ſhall de religi fouſly —— W tel 
But Jet us bear thi$ Au. Corps ds uM e 3 
And lay it in his Sizht, thax rey . | 
A Fence betwixt is 4 che Victot Fu. - 
Caro, tho dead, walt fil, prögett his: Friends | ne 
From hence, let fierce contending Nations know 
W hat dire Effetts from Ein Diſcord ff 
Tis this that ſhakes our Country wich Alarms, 
And gives up Rome a Prey to R. Arms, 
Produces Fraud, and Cruelry, and Strife, 
And robs the a World of Guben Life. | 
ren rene 


Lim 00 


AAA * * K * * 
EpiioebE Hy. Dr. GARTH. 
Spoken by Mrs, PORTER, - 
IIe. faut 22 N 3 


Who won d not liſten when young Lovers who? 
MV die 4 Mall, yet bite te Choice df Fwo !' © * 
Ladies are often cruel ta thein C; 
7a give you. Pain, #hemjetvet they puniſh moſt, 


Vows. 


Vows of Virginity ſbauld well be weigh'd,,, 
Tos oft tte camel d, . in Greats made, * 
Wou'd azn revenge ſuch raſh Reſolves = , May 5. , 

Bei ful — and telieve the thing we ſay, . 5 

We bate you when you're eoftly ſeid Nay. on 

thw needlefs, if you knew u, were your Fears f _. 

Let Love have Ee, and Beauty will have Exrs, 
Cu Heart are: form'd you hu (elves 29 hu, 1 7 
Too Pro,. A K. ie Bumble 1arefufe;.. 1 11 57 
FF 

A ſighs mith au uc ſr that ſettles melt. 

The W es of jWed/ork with the t me nir; 
Nis beft repenting. in 4 OS and Ax. 

Bl. me not ons Cundudt, ſince we Lut pur ſue 
Thoſe lively. Leſſons we have learg'd fron . 
Jour Breafts #q More the Fire,of Beaut) warme, 
But wiched asl tb uf the Parr of mt; 
Nhat Pains, ta get the Gandy Thing you hate 
To ſwell in Nam, and le Wretch in State! 7 
At Plays 46% ag, at the Ring you bow .. ger 
Even Churches are no Sanetuaries now. 

Here, Golden Jabl s all your l receive, 

She is mo Grddeſs that has nought to grue. 

Ob, may. once more the bappy Age appear, 

en Words were artleſs, and the Thughts ſincere; 
en Gold and Grandeur were unenuy'd things, 
And Cor ts le droeted than Groves at Springss © 
Love then ſhall only maurn n hen Truth complains, 
And Criſt mcy feel Tran port in its Chaing, © | | 
Sighs n ith ſucceſs their pwn ſoft Angaiſh tell, 

And Eyes ſhall utter what the Lips conceal ; 

Virtue again to its bright Station climb, 

And Beauty jear no Enemy tut Time, VAT I 
The Ein ſhalt lilen to Dejert Ine, % 
A every Lucia find a Cato's Sn. So 


# * 


